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Ernie Banks, most valuable 
player in majors, hits again 
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Brainy teen, Lorna Lacen, injects 
hormones in mouse in science ex- 
periment. 
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CURVE ENHANCER 


+ WIDE SET STRAPS 
+ IN-UP PUSH-UP BUST 
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a #3052 SWORD POINT 

rfect sweater bra! Points up 
bosom gloriously! Youthful sup- 
port and com assured by 
finest satin lastex. Sheer nyton 
marquisette at top of bust 
Peek-a-boo straps for cleavage 
interest. Notice specially de- 
signed low back a only 





























NATURAL-LOOKING CURVES! 
PERFECT FOR SPORTSWEAR! 

















a #3303 CURVE ENHANCER 3068 FOUR INCHER! 
Put curves where you want That's rieht! This 842” rayon- 
them! The perfect all-in-one satin waist cincher will shave 
answer = nig gt nf vnge d nel A —_ 
rounded figure led pus ne roughou ide . 
up bra wtts and rounds. Built ing, lace-up front. Attachments 
im foam rubber padded hips peg bars a “y= it 
te. Se adae tar woke low pies? * "53.50 satin is net-lined for firm sup- 
cuddiesome tines. Soft center port. in Jet Black or Gardenial 
lifts and “‘youthifies” derriere Gi #3403 ELIZABETH White. Priced so low. Sizes 32 
Sizes 32 to 36 A and B, White. Cjutch unto thy waist this won- to 388, 34 
o $19.95 drous cincher — and see the to 38C cup $3.90 
syiph-like lines that result! 
— HIP ENHANCER From gentie bosom-lift, to 
Now, solve your too-slim-hip tummy-trimmer, this curve- 
problems! No need to be flat moider’s magic. Plunge back’s 
wtih this remarkable foam elastic. 4 garters. Nylon 
rubber padded power-flex white. Waist Sizes 24 inch to 
panty girdie. Rounds you out 35 inch $3.95 
to feminine loveliness, helps “ 
Fae teers ome teens. KE +2270 venmene 1959 
arters. White. Black, Sizes Fabulous foundation, yours 
$8.95 


0 cup. 35 
Sizes 34 to 400. $5.00 
#108 BANGER CURVES 
French look bra has stitched 


5-section cups for that giam- 
orous pointed uplift. Rayon 

































i #3727 CHEMISE, PLEASE 
Permanently pleated sheer 
nylon is prettily scoop-necked P 
and ruching-trimmed for that be 
beautiful bust-buriding effect 
Big satin bosom bow Nile 
Green, Orchid, Red or Black 
Sizes 32 to 38 $5.98 


































” from Frederick's at a low, lo 
"te 30” waist pie" hayoy‘powerne sides, RUSH YOUR REQUEST TODAY! 
re satin lastex front panel. Broad- ’ 
#3220 WIDDEN FLATTERY cioth insets lift derriere for , 260 an ea a ae ae oe ee ee se 





This curve cuddier hides a 







that youthful line. White. Sizes DEPT NO 3810 
mighty secret beneath your , bee ws Z 
suit! Removable foam rubber 29 '"- to 30 in. waist $7.95 a ar r'l( ks 1430 NW. CAHUENGA ©1959 
pads give you that rounded ‘ ‘ HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 
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ounce foam rubber pads fit ! ba 1 : 
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Q. My friends have already 
started on their monthly days. 
Why haven't I? 

A. Some girls may begin to have their 

monthly periods at 9 or 10 years; some 

not until 15 or 16. There’s no set rule. 

It all depends on individual growth and 

development. If you haven't started by 16, 

however, why not see your doctor? 


Q. Must! feel bive at certain times 
of the month? 

A. As you learn more about your monthly 
cycle, you will realize that “ “bla ues”’ are only 
th Just don’t give in to them. 
Take your mind off yourself—Do things you 
enjoy doing. Get into loose clothing— 
Feel free. Smart girls won't wear anything 
that binds on those days. They prefer wear- 
ing Tampax use it’s invisible and 
unfele when in place. Ic helps them forget a 
difference in days of the month. 


Q. How should | act on a date 
during my period? 

A. As you would any other time of the 
month. Your naturalness and discreetness 
will prevent embarrassment. Be sure to 
change your protection as often as neces- 
sary. Keep extras out of sight in os a. 
bag. You'll appreciate Tampax® beca 

it tucks away in a tiny purse. You'll like 
it, too, because it prevents odor from 
forming. Banishes other telltale signs— 
lines and bulges. Ends chafing, too. 


Q. When can I start to use 
Tampax? 

A. Every normal girl, married or single, 
can use Tampax as soon as she is com- 
pletely matured. Its use is approved by 
doctors. Girls usually turn to it after 
friends tell them of its many advantages. 
As a new user, you will eicly learn how 
easy it is to insert and change. And how 
dainty, too. You'll especially like the way it 
keeps you feeling poised, confident—as on 
any other time of the month. 

W hy not try Tampax internal sanitary protec- 

tion? We'll be ha “pey to send you a trial package 
(mailed in a plain wrapper)—together with 
our free booklet on monthly problems. Just send 
10¢ (stamps or silver) to cover mailing costs, 
to Department A, Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 
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Cover Photo of Elizabeth Blackwell 
By Isaac Sutton 


TAN’s October cover girl is 18- 
year-old Elizabeth Blackwell of 
Centralia, Ill., a sophomore at IIli- 
nois State Normal University. 
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EDITOR 


Dating Negro Men 
I am a reguiar reader of TAN Magazine, and 
enjoy reading all the stories, added articles, 
and special features. I would like very much 
for you to publish my letter on my opinion of 
“Why I Won’t Date Negro Men,” in your July 


issue. 

In the first place, I think Doris Sherman’s 
article should never have been published, since 
mostly all your readers are Negroes. I am a 
Negro housewife-nurse, and I am not preju- 
diced. Being a Negro I am very much aware 
of my nationality’s history, but that doesn’t 
apply to today’s modern Negroes. We are a 
race which is made up of a bouquet of many 
different colors, and I am sure our Negro men 
can be highly satisfied with their own females. 

I personally think that Doris Sherman is a 
very dirty-minded, prejudiced person, who 
should forever stay in the boundary of her own 
nationality. 

H. D. D. 


Houston, Tex. 


I read Miss Sherman’s say about dating 
Negro men. First, I am a Negro woman, my- 
self, and I am not prejudiced. But, if the ma- 
jority of the Negro Women feel as I do, it will 
be a blessing for the opposite race of women 
to stick with their own men. 

I hope she realizes that she and all the 
others who won’t date Negro men are doing 
us Negro women a favor. However, in my 
opinion, she deserves just what she got. I 
wish she would come to the southern states 
and walk down the street with a Negro man. 
Of course, she would not be harmed, but, oh! 
that poor Negro! 

Mrs. R. B. D. 


Hastings, Fla. 


I am a regular reader of TAN. I usually 
enjoy it immensely, however Miss Sherman’s 
article, “Why I Won’t Date Negro Men” pro- 
voked me beyond endurance. As Miss Sherman 
isn’t a Negro man, she can’t possibly express 
his thoughts, and if she was, she would only 
express one man’s thoughts. Psychiatrists will 
tell her that no two men think exactly alike, 
therefore her article is absolutely groundless. 

I think Miss Sherman is a very prejudiced, 
selfish, ignorant, vain slob, whose mind needs 
cleaning if it is possible. The garbage can is 
too clean for her article. 

cP. J. 


Houston, Tex. 


July Issue Hits The Spot 
I've just finished reading your July issue of 
: I really enjoyed it from cover to cover. 
2 Continue to print more good stories like 
‘Any Price For Love.” I’m a poor girl like 
Cinda. I would also like to know where to 
write Johnny Mathis. Can you helo me? 
Sarah Anderson 
Hernando, Miss. 








Massengille 


Powder 


for feminine hygiene 


Massengill Powder is used for feminine hygiene 
by women everywhere. It assures you of personal 
daintiness. 

Its “‘clean’’ refreshing fragrance makes you con- 
fident you will not offend. Unlike “home-made” 
preparations, it is effective for many hours. 
Solutions of Massengill Powder are easy to pre- 
pare. Cleansing, soothing, non-staining. Recom- 
mended by doctors and used in hospitals. 


Use Massengill Powder—and be sure. 


@eeeeeoeceeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeaeaeeaeeeee 
THE S. E. MASSENGILL COMPANY, Bristol, Tennessee 
Please send me (in a plain package) free samples of Massengill Powder. 
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Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pals column? I am a Negro girl, 18 years of 
age, 58”, 125 lbs., brown hair and brown eyes. 
I love sports, music, especially popular and 
jazz music. I am also a student at Valley Col- 
iege. 

[ would like to correspond with boys and 
girls from all over the world between the ages 
of 18 and 25. I promise to answer every letier 
and exchange photos if requested. 

Ruth Rodgers 
1371 W. 16th St. 
San Bernardino, Calif. 

I have been a reader of TAN Magazine for 
four years. I am 18 years old, 5’11” tall, and 
have jet black curly hair and a brown com- 
plexion. I would like to correspond with girls 
and fellows (prefer girls) between the ages 
of 14 to 21. All letters will be answered, and 
photos exchanged if wanted. 

I like all sports and modern jazz, also rock 
n’ roll. Hope to hear from you soon. 

Eddie W. Jones, Jr. 

6768 Musgrave St. 
Philadelphia 19, Pa. 

| would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my letter in your Pen Pal section of 
TAN Magazine. I am 19 years old, and I at- 
tend the Conestoga High School located in 
Berwin, Pa. I am 5/6” tall, weigh 115 lbs. My 
complexion is brown, and I have black hair and 
brown eyes. My favorite hobbies are sewing, 
cooking, dancing, baseball, basketball, hockey 
and badminton, along with writing. 

[ am interested in corresponding with young 
males and females all over the world, regard- 
less of race, color or creed. I will positively 
answer all letters as soon as they are received, 
and am willing to exchange photos, so please 
start the letters rolling in. 

Virginia Trowery 
207 E. Market St. 
Westchester, Pa. 

I will be very pleased if I can be helped to 
get a pen friend in the United States of Ameri- 
ca because I have interest and the desire to 
write to a friend in the U. S. A. 

It will be very nice if I can get a friend of 
ibout 19 years of age, either male or female. 
rhanks for a timely reply. 

Emman Ola Ajibola 
Ministry of Education 
Regional Headquarters 
Ibadan, Nigeria 

! am interested in corresponding with anyone 
who likes to write, anywhere in the world. I’m 
25 and would like pen pals my age or over. 


Thank you. 
Miss Mary M. Nash 
3262 N. 11th St. 
Milwaukee 6, Wis. 
[ am a constant reader of TAN Magazine, 
ind would be very interested in becoming a 
pen pal. My height is 5’1”, weight 135 lbs., 
age, 29. Baseball and hockey are the sports 
that interest me most, also I am very active in 
dancing and tennis. 
[ would be very grateful if you could find 
time to write to 
Pauline Johnson 
615 Columbus Ave. 
Boston, Mass. 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the 


I would be more than grateful if you would 
print my letter in your Pen Pals column. My 
hometown is Chicago, Ill. I’m now stationed 
in Alaska. My age is 23, and I’m 5’9”. 

I would like to hear from young ladies be- 
tween the ages of 18 and 23. Each and every 
letter will be answered. Please send air mail. 

Pvt. O. B. Banks 
US 55665043 

48 Engr. Det. (FM) 
APO 731 

Seattle, Wash. 


I am a reader of TAN, and I would like very 
much to join your Pen Pal club. I would be 
very grateful if you would find space for me 
in your Pen Pal columns. 

I’m 23, 5’2” tall, and weigh 113 Ibs. I have 
black hair and brown eyes. I would like to 
hear from young men and women from all 
parts of the world, regardless of race or color. 
I will gladly exchange photos and will answer 
all letters. My hobbies are: music, dancing 


and all sports. 
Lula M. Wilkins 
473 Rhodes Ave. 
Akron 7, Ohio 


I am an ardent reader of your great maga- 
zine and would like you to include me in your 
Pen Pal column. 

I am 24 years old, and would like to cor- 
respond with lonely young ladies, particularly 
from the U. S., between the ages of 20 and 24 
years. I am 58”, and weigh 170 lbs., of me- 
dium brown complexion. My hobbies are swim- 
ming and music. I will answer all letters 
promptly and exchange photos. 

Peter Wood 


20 Merrion Road 
Vineyard Town 
Kingston 3, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I have read your magazine regularly for sev- 
eral years, and I want to compliment you on 
doing such a good job. I read it thoroughly 
and find it very enjoyable. 

I am 19 years old, and would like to hear 
from boys and girls between the ages of 18 
and 22. I promise to answer all letters that 
I receive and will exchange photos. I am 5’5” 
tall, and weigh 118 lbs. My complexion is 
light brown. My hobbies are reading, writing, 
listenjng to good music and looking at TV. 

Augustine Jordan 
5422 Willow Bend 


Houston, Texas 


Having a great interest in corresponding 
with all the people of the world, I wish to 
submit my name and address to you for pub- 
lication in the Pen Pal column of TAN Maga- 
zine. I’m 20 years old, and am interested in 
jazz, Negro history and lore, and all languages. 

I would be most grateful if my request may 
be granted as early as possible. I will answer 


all letters received. 
James Walker, 3rd 
5623 Market St. 
Philadelphia 39, Pa. 


I have become very much interested in TAN 
Magazine this summer, and I would like to 
have my name added to the Pen Pals list. 

T am 16 years of age, 5’5” tall, and weigh 


more the merrier!) 


139 Ibs. I have a very light brown complexion, 
long straight black hair. I am considered yey 
attractive and very popular. I have a pleasing 
personality and lots of friends, but would like 
to correspond with new friends. I promise 
answer all letters to any race, creed or natigp. 
ality. I would love to hear from boys betwee, 
the ages of 17-23. Remember, I will answer ali 
letters, and will be happy to exchange photo, 
Margaret A. Haskins 

Route 2, Box 9) 

Gladstone, Va, 


I am serving in the United States Air Fore 
stationed in Turkey. I enjoy reading TAN 
Magazine and I would like very much to hay 
my name placed in your Pen Pal section. 

I am 22 years old, single, and love music. | 
would like to hear from young ladies, and I can 
assure you that all letters will be answered, 

A/2c Byron E. Leftwich 
AF 


13568499 

Det 3 TUSLOG Box 3% 
APO 324 

New York, N. Y, 


I’ll appreciate very much if you would pub- 
lish my name in the Pen Pal section of TAN 
Magazine. I am 18 years of age, 5’4” tall, 
weigh 110 lbs., and have a tan complexion. 

I'd like to correspond with young men and 
women from all parts of the world between the 
ages of 18 and 27, regardless of race. I enjoy 
music, sports, reading, dancing, and am ip 
terested in traveling. I will answer letters 
promptly and exchange photos if requested, 

iss Myrna Wise 
104 Anderson Ave. 8.¥. 
Atlanta, Ga. 


I would be more than grateful if you could 
print my letter in your Pen Pal columns, I am 
a TAN reader, and I would appreciate it very 
much. 

My hobbies are jazz and dancing, and sporis. 
I am 19 years old, my height is 6’ even, weight 
165 lbs., complexion, medium. I promise to 
answer all letters immediately. I would like 
to hear from girls between the ages of 16 and 
20. Looking for the letters to come in. 

James Prescott 
180 Warren St. 
Newark, N. J. 


I am a new reader of TAN Magazine, and! 
think it’s the best yet. I would like very 
for you to publish my name in the Pen 
section. I would like to correspond with young 
men and women (all over the world) betweet 
the ages of 18-23, regardless of race, creed # 
color (college students preferred). 

I am 18 years of age, 5’ tall, weigh 130 lbs, 
have black curly hair, brown eyes and 
brown complexion. My hobbies are riding me 
tor scooters, boating, fishing, archery, 
raphy, shooting, drawing and painting, dane 
ing, writing letters, listening to Latin- 
can music, some jazz, and rock ’n’ roll. I 
answer all letters and exchange photos when 


possible. 
Betty A. Merce 
9135 Brookville Ré. 
Silver Spring, 
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By EVE LYNNE 


Dear EvE: 

I am 19 years old, and very much in 
love with a boy the same age. He wants 
me to marry him, and we have a baby. 
Before the baby came, I left home be- 
cause my parents didn’t want me to 
marry him. They say he’s no good, 


and if I marry him I’m to never again 
set foot in their house. 

When my mother decides not to like 
a person, nothing can change her mind, 
and it doesn’t take her long to get my 
This boy 
has done nothing to make her feel this 
way toward him. 

Will I be making a mistake going 


father to go along with her. 


against my parents and marrying him? 
I love him very much and am very 
unhappy without him. Please help me. 

Miss Unhappy 


Dear Miss Unhappy: 

Marry him, and the quicker the better. 
You have already gone against your 
parents, in experiencing one of the 
greatest joys and responsibilities of 
marriage—motherhood. Your parents 
may change their minds about the young 
man, but you cannot change the fact of 
the child’s existence. 
have some grounds for disliking the boy 
—he made them a pair of unwilling 


Your parents do 


grandparents. 


Dear Eve: 
I am a girl, 18, in high school. My 


problem is boys. I don’t have a boy- 


friend. Most of the girls I go around 
with in school are always talking about 
their boyfriends and how much fun 
they have. -I feel left out. 

Tonight is the night of the senior 
dance, and I’m sitting home while all 
my friends are going to the dance. I’m 
always very very quiet around boys. Do 
you think that might have something to 
do with it? I have a nerve condition 
which causes me to limp, and stops me 
from doing lots of things I would like 
to do. I only have four subjects in 
school, and I failed one. I'll graduate 
next June if I go to summer school and 
don’t fail the final. Do you think I’m 
feeling sorry for myself? What is the 
matter with me? 

Wondering 


Dear Wondering: 

If you would try to replace some of 
your self-concern with a sincere and 
lively interest in others, your whole life 
would improve. It’s not easy to do— 
you can’t change character overnight. 
But stop blaming and hating yourself. 
Fill your life with other people, and they 
most certainly will make a place for 
you in theirs. 
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VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


A NORWICH PRODUCT 


Now! Eosier, dunor protection fou 
most (ntimale waaniage pprotemd. 


1. Germicidal protection! Norforms are safer and surer than ever! 
A highly perfected new formula releases antiseptic and germicidal 
ingredients right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at 
body temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant protection! Norforms were tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effective than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms are deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) 
embarrassing odors, yet have no “‘medicine”’ or “‘disinfectant”’ odor 


3. Convenience! These small vaginal suppositories are so easy 
“ and convenient to use. Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas- 
uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your drug- 
gist has them in boxes of 12 and 24, Also available in Canada. 


Same reliable product Trak informative Mortis Genbiet 


Just mail this coupon to Dept. T910 
» Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms 
booklet, in a plain envelope. 


Name. 





(PLEASE PRINT) 


Street 





City 


Zone__ State. 











ENJOY 
STEADY PAY 
EVERY DAY 

AS A 


NURSE 


6. Aun 

LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 
THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can 
change your whole life. You can enjoy 
security, independence and freedom from 
money worries . .. there is no recession 
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By Margo Hughes 

ATHERINE DUNHAM was flown from her 

home in Haiti to the African continent to handle 

choreography for the dance rituals in Metro-Goldwyn- 

Mayer’s Green Mansions. Unfortunately, most of the film 

ended up on the cutting room floor and the actual dance 

sequence lasts less than two minutes on screen. Hardly 
made the trip necessary. 


A famed bandleader, who has a hospital named 
for him in Israel and whose picture is a red hot item in 
Hong Kong, laid an egg in New York and Los Angeles 
too. The star was so hurt he refused to come out of his 
dressing room until about an hour before the dance ended. 
By this time the half-filled hall had half emptied again. 


London Records has taken over the career of young 
singer Danny Staton and is giving him the full star treat- 
ment. Incidentally, those two young ladies who started a 
rumble over Danny’s affections in front of a swank Long 
Island joint where he was holding forth, never came to 
actual blows. One was scared and the other was glad of it. 


The Coasters all have white 59 Caddy’s ... 
Along Came Jones, which is on its way toward being an- 
other million seller, paid off for the boys. As a matter of 
fact, the group’s records are all quite popular overseas— 
Yakety Yak and Charlie Brown have been released on 
every continent of the globe. 


One thing can be said for most rock ’n roll groups, 
they will go way out in giving special attention to those 
stage outfits. And here’s one group way ahead of the 
pack—the Penguins now sport pink suits with pink hair 
to match. 


The late Billie Holiday, who had had her share of 
troubles, had her comic books, her Confidential magazine, 
her radio, her record player and her albums taken away 
from her during her last skirmish with the law while she 
was in a New York hospital. Billie told friends: “I didn’t 
know they could be this cruel to no- 


body, Daddy.” 


Dorothy Dandridge started her mar- 
riage by appearing at husband Jack 
Denison’s Holly supper club following 
her honeymoon. 


Jesse Belvin’s newest hit tune, Guess 
Who was written for him by his wife Jo- 
Ann. That’s really keeping the royalties 


in the family. (Continued on Page 59) Danny Staton 


Ed Townsend 


Ralph Mathis 
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ee ROOK WITH DONEGAN/Dorothy Donegan (Capitol): Since the 

term “Donnybrook” is generally understood to mean gay, riotous time, this 
album could hardly have been more appropriately titled. Miss Donegan, oftimes 
referred to as the clown princess of the piano, is not inhibited by the fact that her 
listeners will have to be satisfied with only her sound effects and not her visual ones. 
A wriggling, bouncing cut-up at the piano, she somehow manages to convey this 
same impression via the waxed disc. 

For all her antics, Miss Donegan is something of a virtuoso, and her skill is 
amply displayed here. She comes out rollicking on the opener, A Foggy Day, then 
her nimble fingers go searching endlessly through the chord chambers of September 
In The Rain. Her high-flying style picks up a Cuban background on I’ve Got You 
Under My Skin, but she changes to the big beat for her boogie-woogie flavored 
The D. D. Blues. The remaining two tunes on the side, Day Jn, Day Out and Lover 
are executed in her typical fingers-on-fire fashion. 

The flip side starts with Tea For Two and soaring flights of Donegan fancy, fol- 
lowed by a somewhat moody Moonlight In Vermont. A third number, Thou Swell, 
as well as her last two, /’ll Remember April and Bye, Bye Blackbird are all Dorothy 
Donegan. She tries a little tenderness in between with ] Only Have Eyes For You. 

The choice of selections for this album, as well as Miss Donegan’s technique, is 
faultless and made to order for Donegan fans. Furthermore, she is likely to make 
a number of converts with this work. The jacket blurb sums up Donnybrook With 
Donegan this way: “Miss D.’s piano ambidextrousness is brilliantly in evidence 
here. She is both articulate and authoritative, combining admirable technical skill 
with the glowing vitality and drive that is—uniquely—Dorothy Donegan.” 

It is an exciting performance. 
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plain wrapper.) Write 
to “Lysol,” Bloom- 
field, N. J.. Dept. D259. 
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r written in the most mour 
» inthe world. She had led the life to | 
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What really killed the great singer, 
drugs that racked her body or 
frustrations that racked her mind? 


ILLIE HOLIDAY WAS THREE when her parents mar- 

ried, had been raped by the time she was 10, was a 
prostitute before she was 20, a confirmed dope addict at 30, 
and the greatest jazz singer who ever lived for most of her 
44 years. 

And though the tortured path she trod at some time or 
other passed through many a wrong side of life, she died 
bravely and beautifully in New York’s Metropolitan Hos- 
pital last July 17, with a song in her heart, her favorite 
gardenia in her hair—and no thought at all of the 40-pound 
monkey on her back. 

She was born Eleanora Fagan in Baltimore, changed her 
name to Billie Holiday in New York’s Harlem and gained 
fame as Lady Day, one of the celebrated people of the night. 
One of those who found relaxation best in the after hour 
spots, when arc lamps are dimmed, when legitimate clubs 
are closed—their chairs stacked, their customers gone, their 
tables turned—maybe it was fitting that she died in that 
hour, in that early hour, when the slumbering city reveals its 
back side to the indifferent stars. 

To many close observers of Billie, she had been dying by 
the inches for years. You could hear it in her voice—the 
mournful, ugly, truthful sound of death—all the way from 
the beginning when she first began singing 30 years ago 
at Pod and Jerry’s on 125th St. in Harlem. Drink, dope and 
dissipation were only the symptoms of what was wrong with 
her. Everyone who heard Billie knew she suffered from an 
invisible disease—being born a Negro in a white society 
wherein she could never be accepted. 

For those who were quick to spout “But you'll be great in 
spite of what you are,” Billie only had an ironic laugh, like 
the bitter twists at the end of her lamentable songs. Success 
and fame magnified the outrages to which she was sub- 
jected. As a singer with the Count Basie band early in her 
career her skin was too light. She had to be darkened down 
with heavy greasepaint so the show could go on. Billie bit- 
terly recalled “there’s no business like show business. You 
have to smile to keep from throwing up.” But this time she 
quit. 

Later on tour with the Artie Shaw band, the outrages 
were multiplied and reversed. Remembered Billie, “The 
roughest days with Basie began to look like a breeze. Sixteen 
white boys and a Negro girl traveling by Bus (and Artie’s 
Rolls-Royce) through the country. I got to the point | 
hardly ever ate, slept or went to the bathroom without hav- 
ing a major NAACP-type production.” 
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wned in white, Billie struck her stride 
he late thirties and forties. She had a 
hant for white, including gardenias. 


A close friend of late, great tenor saxophonist Lester Young, Billie nicknamed him 
“Pres,” —attesting that he was “president” of all jazz saxophonists—which stuck through 
out his career. Young, too, came to a tragic end as a result of self-abuses earlier this year, 


Billie Holiday found herself a singing idol on 
Night Club stage, but just another Negro 
ven the spotlight went out and applause died 


e Shaw band brought her national 
tion, but she couldn’t take the shov- 
from the radio networks and hotel 
»oms in Jim Crow New York. So 
juit again on the brink of success 
headed back to Harlem. When she 
d fame for the third time, all the 
tion of celebrities at Cafe Society 
eenwich Village or on 52nd St. 
n’t guarantee that she could get a 
t four a.m. alone on the street, or 
1 drink at a bar without having to 

t out with some Ku Klux Klan 
All the money she made couldn’t 
an apartment in midtown Man- 
On the stage she was a queen. In 
eets she was still a ghetto subject. 
had tried to soothe herself with 
igion of her mother and her white 
andfather and that failed. While 

to get a birth certificate for a 
to Europe, she returned to the 


Catholic home where she was placed 
after being raped as a child. Said Billie: 
“The same Mother Superior was there 
who had been there 30 years before. 
And I saw the place where I had slept, 
the place I was baptized, the place I was 
confirmed and the place where I had 
beaten my hand to a bloody damn pulp 
when they put me in a raggedy red 
dress and locked me up with the body 
of a dead girl.” 

She soon tried liquor and that was no 
solace. She couldn’t stay drunk and sing 
—the only thing she really wanted to do 
and be accepted. She even tried psychi- 
atry, but found it a bitter joke. She once 
introduced a high priced “head shrink- 
er” to a friend by saying: “Meet my 
psychiatrist. He’s in charge of my habit. 
He decides whether I get two tranquil- 
izers or three a day.” 

It was after trying everything else to 


keep alive and happy that she tried the 
dope which was to kill her. Once on the 
habit, she also tried to get off—but she 
had nothing else to try. William 

the New York Post reporter who “ 
her associate, friend and ghost wri 
tells how she tried to get off n 

with the aid of his wife, Maely. 

Dufty said the two of them 
themselves in for a grim four-day si 
during which Billie didn’t take a 
a shot or a sniff. It was almost over 
Dufty’s wife had to keep a business @ 
pointment which could not be j 
Billie assured her she would be there 
on her return. But when Mrs. Dufty 
came home she found the house empty. 
A note was lying on the floor reading: 
“Maely, I am sorry for everything. Just 
call me jerk, no-guts Holiday. Thanks, 
dear, for everything, may God bless you 
always. Lady Day.” 

In her book, Lady Sings The Blues, 
Miss Holiday doesn’t tell how she first 
became an addict, possibly because she 
didn’t remember. Her first mention of 
the addiction came after she tells about 

(Continued on page 74) 











Released from prison after taking the A lonely figure in the night after she left A lover of children, although she never had 
“cure,” Billie is surrounded by well-wish- stage, Billie sadly found that fame did not any, Billie spent part of her childhood in a 


ers. But she never really kicked dope habit. help her overcome the world’s prejudices. Catholic home after a man attacked her. 





As pallbearers carry her casket from New York’s St. Paul The Apostle Church, hundreds line streets for a glimpse at the famed singer’s 
last journey. Hospitalized for nearly two months before her death, she had seemed well on the road to recovery when she suffered a 
relapse. Narcotics agents never gave up their persistent vigil over Billie, accused her of having dope in her room days before she died. 
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Twas tired of scrubbing and picking up be- 
Rind Ossie. That's when the arguments 
wstarted. “You think you're too good to do a 
little work?” Ossie demanded. 











HEN I BROKE THE NEWS about Sharon, Ossie was real nice about it. He 
didn’t take me serious at first. 

“You’ve got a baby?” he asked in surprise. “Why, you’re nothing but a kid 
yourself!” 

“I’m almost twenty,” I told him, “and take it from me, that’s plenty old enough 
to have a two-year-old kid!” 

He stared at me and shook his head. “Well, I'll be—! You've got a baby!” 

“Oh, wait till you see her, Ossie! She’s a perfect angel. When she looks up at 
you with those big, bright eyes of hers you’ll—” I stopped and lowered my gaze. 
“How do I sound? You may not want to see me any more, now that you know.” 

Now I should get up and walk away, I told myself. It was almost like acting a 
part on the stage, because I was pretty sure what Ossie would do. He was four 
years older than I, but in experience I was the oldest. He was like a little boy in so 
many ways. His ideas about love and marriage, for instance, were strictly old- 
fashioned. 

We were in the park and the sights and sounds of the busy street a short distance 
away were hidden by the trees and shrubs that were beginning to show their autumn 
colors. It had been a beautiful Indian summer day and all along I'd had a feeling 
that Ossie would ask me to marry him. It was the right time and the right place, 
and I was ready to say yes. 

I heard Ossie get off the bench and follow me to the edge of the walk. “Of course 
I want to keep on seeing you, Verna!” he said earnestly. “I love you, honey. You 
4 know that.” 

4 I deserved the best of I turned and smiled up at him. “Then it doesn’t make any difference? I mean, 


about Sharon?” : 
‘ everything; Mama said “Of course not!” He frowned a little. “Only—” 
“Go ahead and say it,” I told him. “We’d better get things straight now.” 
$0. And IT was de ter- ““Well—why didn’t you tell me about the baby before?” His eyes were searching 
mine, pleading. 
mined that the next man “Just because I go out with a fellow I don’t tell him all my business,” I said 
honestly. “But it’s different with you. You’re more than just a friend, so I wanted 
I married gave me Just you to know more about me.” 
He nodded slowly. “I see.” But I could tell he still was not completely satisfied, 
what T deserved so I went on. “After all, there’s a lot I don’t know about you. Maybe you were 
married once before, too.” j 

A big smile crossed his face. “Then you were married,” he said, his voice full 
of relief. 

“Yes, Sharon has a father, if that’s what is worrying you,” I said coldly. I went 
back to the bench and sat there stiffly, while Ossie begged me to understand. He 
swore that it made no difference in his love whether I had been married or not; it 
was just that it had come as a shock, about the baby and all. 


I'd been around enough to know how men feel about things like that. A girl 
can do anything she wants, for as long as she wants and everything is all right if 
| she has that piece of paper making it legal. But that same girl could make one 
é little mistake without a marriage license and she’s marked for life in the opinion of 
most men. I’d long ago reached the conclusion that men couldn’t help thinking that 
way, so I really didn’t blame Ossie even though I let him sweat a little. 
’ “That’s the one thing Mama drilled into my sister and me,” I told him. “She used 
: to tell us, ‘I don’t expect you to be angels, but you'll be decent and self-respecting 
4 if I have to stay on your backsides until you’re grown women!’ ” 


Ossie grinned. “Your mother sounds like a woman with a lot of good sense. 
I don’t know about your sister, but she certainly did a good job on you. When I 
oa meet her, I’m going to tell her so.” 
i I didn’t tell him so, but I knew that if he wanted to marry me he’d better do it 
before he met Mama. I was positive she would do everything in her power to kéep 
me from making another “mistake.” That’s what Mama called my first marriage. 
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I WAS VERY young, only sixteen years old, but I was desperately in love. I was 

a drum majorette at the Baltimore high school I attended and Davey, the boy 
I was in love with, was star of the football team. We were very much alike, 
popular among our friends, bigshots at school, and sort of stuck on ourselves. 









| “Don’t look now, but I think we’re being followed’’ 





MEN NOTICE AND ADMIRE girls with clear, 





oright, Nadinola-light complexions 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
a dull, dark complexion de- 
e you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
heat you of charm. Chase away 
hose bad-complexion blues with 
ADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
)thing—absolutely nothing— 
improve your skin faster, in 
nore different ways! 
Contains wonder-working A-M! 
Chis remarkable medicated in- 
gredient of NADINOLA works deep 
vn within the skin to brighten 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


jar will make your complexion brighter, — ron-cily. Brightens skin, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 





and lighten it, combat blackheads 
and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. 

Effective but oh, so gentle! Napr- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types— 
one for oily skin, one for dry skin. 
Choose the type that is right for 
you. Buy it confidently, use it 
happily. NapINoLa, Paris, Tenn. 
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FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 

cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 25c to $1.25 





FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is 








lessens shine at the 


Our marriage was love- 
Ly until poverty walked 
in the door and love 
| flew out the window 


Both of us thought we knew what we 
were doing when we decided to run away 
and get married. The feeling we had 
for each other was love. We just knew 
it!: And remembering the things Mama 
| had preached, I told Davey we'd have 
to get married before we did anything 
about it. 

It seemed like such a wonderful idea 
at the time. Davey borrowed a friend’s 
car and we drove off and got married. 
We spent our wedding night at a motel, 
and that’s where they came and got us 
| a few days later. Davey’s parents were 
furious. They wanted him to go to col- 
lege but now, they said, he was tied down 
for life to a scatter-brained bobby soxer 
who would only hold him back. 

Mama was mad, too. Not because | 
was married, but because I married 
someone who was no better off than we 
were. I knew how she felt because she 
had raised my sister and me all by her- 
self. Our father died when we were still 
| babies, and after paying off the bills 
| there was nothing left of what little in- 
surance he had. 
| Mama was in tears when she took me 
| aside there at the motel. “Why do you 
_ think I worked my fingers to the bone, 

Verna?” she asked. “Only so that my 
| girls wouldn’t ever have to go through 
| what I did.” 
| “But, Mama,” I said, crying too, “you 
always told us not to do anything wrong. 
I love Davey. Was it wrong to get mar- 
ried?” 
| She wiped her eyes, then handed me 
| the damp tissue. “No, Baby,” she said 
after a moment, “getting married wasn’t 
wrong. I’m just afraid you picked the 
wrong person.” She patted my cheek 
fondly. “Well, no use crying over spilt 
milk. The thing to do now is to see if 
we can’t find some way to make the best 
of a bad situation,” she said, glancing 
over to the car where Davey sat catch- 
ing hell from his father. 

At first, the grownups wanted to have 
the marriage annulled, but then they 
figured it was too late for that. We had 
lived together as man and wife; we 
would continue that way, Davey said de- 
fiantly. Mr. (Continued on Page 80) 
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Your family needs Scotts Emulsion 
...the cod liver oil tonic 


«helps get rid of the colds they have 











‘builds them up against new ones 


Remember, way back, when you 
and most everyone took cod liver 
oil? Mother was sure it was one 
of the best ways to build you up 
and fight off colds. How right she 
was! Now . . . your whole family 
can get these same cod liver oil 
benefits, without the old taste. Take 
new Scott’s Emulsion to winterize 
your body against colds. 

New Scott’s Emulsion is rich 
in cod liver oil, one of the finest 
sources of the natural A and D 


vitamins you need to fight off the 
cold you have now—and to pro- 
tect you from catching new ones. 
And Scott’s Emulsion, fortified 
with calcium, is homogenized, so 
its full benefits start to work 
right away. 

So, if colds seem to drag your 
family down all winter . . . it’s time 
to start taking Scott’s Emulsion 
daily. Buy Scott’s Emulsion, the 
cod liver oil tonic for colds, at 
your drug counter daily. 





Now in two forms: 
Better tasting liquid or 
New tasteless capsules 


* 
Scott's Emu Ision... specially made to winterize your body against colds ! 
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Why should I be the fall guy, forced 


into marriage with a girl who had 


been as easy as Pearline? 


WAS one of the few times I’d ever seen old Jonas Hicks without a 
vad on. He was stone sober and all dressed up in his Sunday suit. 
even wore a tie for the occasion. I'll never forget how he stood in our 
lor, not mumbling or grinning or staring at the floor as he usually 
in the presence of his “betters.” For even down in Shacktown, where 
Hicks family lived, Jonas was looked down on as a trifling. no 
int man. 

But that night he stood right up and stared my father in the eye and 
ded like he meant every word. “Your boy fooled around with my 
shter. I come here to find out what you gonna do about it, Mr. Al- 
ht. Folks can say what they please about me; treat me any way 
like. But Pearline ain’t no tramp! You gonna see that your boy 

the right thing—or you'll both answer to me!” 
he had been even the least bit drunk I would have burst out laugh- 
\s it was, I sank down in the big chair in the corner, my knees 
so. There were more surprises in store for me that night, other 
hearing Jonas talk that way to Dad, who was a justice of the peace 
n the church board and head of the Citizens’ Committee to boot. 
night was the first time my father ever turned against me, and 
lized for the first time what he meant when he used to tell me: 
y tub has got to stand on its own bottom, Russell. Don’t ever 
t that.” 
the biggest surprise was when Pearline spoke up. “I told you, 
| don’t want to marry him. I won’t marry him!” She had been 
ng behind her father, sort of sniffling, but she sure put plenty of 
ind anger in those words. 
und my tongue. “Don’t worry. I’m not about to marry you!” | 
ed. “Dad, tell ’em to leave us alone. What right have they got—” 
look in Jonas’ eyes stopped me. He didn’t turn around when he 
-d to Pearline, “Shut up, girl. You got nothin’ to say about it. 


1 ” 
between us men. 








There are two kinds of girls, 
the kind you marry and the kind| 
you go with just for kicks. 

Pearline had been for kicks. 
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“Russell, what about this?” 

My father hardly ever raised his 
voice, and the more serious he was 
about something, the quieter he spoke. 
He waited for me to answer. “This is a 
serious matter, son. What have you got 
to say for yourself?” 

“Look, Dad, they’re just trying to start 
a lot of trouble.” I said, avoiding his 
eyes. “Everybody knows she goes crazy 
over anything in pants. Tom Gilmore, 
Rusty, even Joey—all the guys have—” 

“That’s a lie!” Pearline burst out. 

My father said sternly, “I’m not in- 
terested in what anybody else did or 
didn’t do. Look at me, boy! Now—tell 
me the truth.” 

I had to force myself to look at him. 
‘Dad—it was this way. We were in 
Rusty’s car, that is, his father’s car, and 

well, we started fooling around and 
we—I didn’t mean to do anything!” 

Dad’s shoulders sagged and he sud- 
denly looked old and tired. I had failed 
him and the disappointment in his eyes 
hurt me more than if he’d hit me. “You 
youngsters can go now,” Dad said 
quietly. “Mr. Hicks and I will talk this 
over.” 

| opened my mouth to say something, 
but changed my mind and stalked out of 
the parlor. I heard Dad say something 
about “every tub,” and he and Jonas 
Hicks sat down on the sofa, just like they 
were old friends. Pearline was right be- 
hind me. 

“Russell—I didn’t want to come. Papa 
made me,” she whimpered. 

| whirled around, hoping she could 
see the contempt on my face there in the 
dimness of the front hall. “You think 
you're slick, don’t you? What about 
Rusty and Tom and all the other guys? 
How come you picked on me?” 

“Tt wasn’t my fault, Russell! Honest! 
Papa found out and—” 

“Save your breath, baby!” I grated. 
‘You’re not going to get away with this, 
you know. Your old man won’t get to 
first base, shooting off his mouth in 
there!” 

| left her crying in the hallway and 
went outside. We had a wooden bench 
under a tree in the front yard. I sat there 
and dragged impatiently on a cigarette, 
wondering what old Jonas was saying 
to Dad. Whatever it was, it had to be a 
bunch of lies, just like that whopper 
about Pearline not being a tramp. If 
Dad didn’t know the truth about her he 
was practically the only person in town 
20 


who didn’t. I knew plenty! That is, I'd 
heard plenty from the guys who'd dated 
her. And if that wasn’t enough, how 
about the way she let me go all the way? 

I never would have tried if she hadn’t 
been that kind of a girl. If there was 
one thing my father was strict about it 
was letting his kids do any serious fool- 
ing around. He didn’t have to worry 
about my sister, Shirley, because she 
was only 12 years old. Besides, Dad 
kept telling me, it was always the fellow 
who took advantage of the girl. 

On my sixteenth birthday Dad had 
sat down and had a “man to man” talk 
with me. He didn’t waste any breath on 
the “facts of life.” “By the time you’re 
sixteen you youngsters of today are as 
grown as you'll ever be,” he said. “That’s 
the big difference between this genera- 
tion and mine. But there’s one thing 
that hasn’t changed, Russell, and I want 
you to remember it to your dying day. 

“When a woman goes wrong,” my 
father continued, “it’s usually the man 
who is responsible.” ‘ 

Dad really believed that, so what was 
the point in arguing with him? Maybe 
that’s how things were when he was 
young, but I had news for him! The 
girls nowadays are nothing like those in 
Dad’s time. Dancing, drinking, driving 
fast cars, petting—you name it. The 
girls of today are keeping up with the 
fellows, and a lot of them are way ahead. 

You don’t have to go to a big city 
to find the hell-raisers, either. I could 
have told Dad plenty about some of the 
girls right there in town, a lot of them 
from the so-called “best families” in 
town. The guys all knew how much 
liquor each girl could hold, how late her 
parents would let her stay out, and how 
far she’d let a boy go. 

Whenever a bunch of fellows really 
wanted to have a ball, we’d go down 
to Shacktown, down near the railroad 
station. It was the only place you could 
get whiskey if you were under-age. No- 
body cared much what went on in Shack- 
town, so there was no trouble. In fact, 
the fathers of most of my friends knew 
what was going on and felt that was a 
good way to let off steam. 

“A boy has to get some of the hell out 
of his system before he can be a man,” 
Rusty’s father used to say when we'd 
ask him to let us use the car. 

I never stopped to think about it then, 
but now I realize that my father didn’t 
even suspect (Continued on Page 70) 
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admitted it, too. 





| DESERVED 


His Scorn ! 


“Why did you do it, Laurie?” my 
husband pleaded hoarsely. “Why 
did you do it?” I wanted to die. 











HEN THE phone rang Belle Willis 

stopped telling me the latest gossip 
about Kaye Ross and waited for me to 
answer it. I shriveled up inside. I knew 
her sharp ears would take in everything 
| said, and she’d put two and two to- 
gether and come up with a spicy tale to 


pass along to the rest of the gang. 

You see, I suspected it was Walt call- 
ing to check up on me as usual. If I 
didn’t answer I’d be put through the 
third degree when he came home. Oh, 
it’s heartbreaking when your own hus- 
band—the man you love—doesn’t trust 
you. But I had it coming. I had no one 
to blame but myself. It was my punish- 
ment. 

I picked up the receiver. “Hello,” I 
said in a voice that I tried desperately 
to keep casual. 

“Laurie?” 

Yes, it was Walt. 

“I was beginning to think you weren’t 
home. What goes? Are you alone?” 

It would have been simple to say yes, 
but I couldn’t lie to Walt. 
found me out in a lie that would be the 


If he ever 


even insulting in front of my friends. | 
realized they pitied me—and | hated to 
be pitied—I didn’t deserve to be pitied. 
But if they knew the truth they wouldn’t 
pity me. They’d despise me. 

I should be used to being desperate. 
I was one of those no-good Haneys who 
were on relief half the time. I never re- 
member wearing anything to school but 
someone’s cast-off clothes. Silas, my 
stepfather, couldn’t hold down a job for 
long. As soon as we got a few dollars 
ahead he’d go on another binge, and 
then we were on relief again. Ma would 
have worked but there was usually a 
baby on the way. I could hardly wait 
until I was old enough to get a job and 
buy some decent clothes. 

But no one wanted to hire one of those 
dead-beat Haneys if they could get any- 


Poverty, loneliness...all the things I had sought 


to escape made me a prisoner in my own home. 


My only refuge was another man’s arms 
a & 


end. “Belle Willis dropped in for a chat,” 
I said. 

He snorted. “What’s she snooping 
around for?” 

I could feel my face flush and hoped 
Belle wouldn’t notice. Boy, would she 
have flipped her top if she could have 
heard Walt’s remarks about her! 
positively squirming with embarrass- 
ment by the time he hung up. 

“Let me fill up your coffee cup, Belle,” 


I was 


I suggested. 

She shook her head. Her lips were set 
in a thin straight line. “Look, kid, why 
do you let that guy walk all over you? 
Haven’t you got any guts? Stand up to 
him—demand your rights.” 

“I—I don’t know what you mean,” | 
faltered. 

“If you don’t, you’re dumber than | 
thought. Everyone knows he treats you 
like the dirt under his feet. And you take 
it lying down. Sorry for shooting off my 
mouth,” she added, rising to her feet, 
“but it makes me boiling mad to see 
anyone bullied.” 

After she left I flung myself down on 
the bed and cried. Walt loved me in 
spite of everything. He wasn’t the over- 
bearing brute Belle took him for, but 
how was I to explain? Sure, he was 
suspicious and impatient and sometimes 


one else. I was almost seventeen before 
I finally landed a job in a laundry. It 
didn’t pay much, and because Silas had 
walked out on his family I had to hand 
over most of what I made to Mama. 
What was left I hid away in an envelope 
in the bottom drawer of the rickety old 
bureau my little stepsister, Ginny, and I 
shared. 

Week after week I kept adding to it. 
Then Silas came back and started work- 
ing again. | didn’t have to give Mama 
so much. Every night before I got into 
bed I’d take it out and count it. Just 
another few weeks and I’d have enough 
to pay for the dress, the shoes, the purse, 
the hose, the perfume of my dreams. 

I had a reason. I’d fallen in love— 
blindly, idiotically, helplessly in love 
with a guy called Walt Peterson who 
drove one of the laundry trucks. If he 
ever asked me for a date I simply had to 
have something fit to wear. 

But Walt didn’t have much time for 
girls or dates. He was too ambitious. 
He was on the job before anyone else 
in the morning and thought nothing of 
working hours overtime. Sometimes he 
looked so pooped I wanted to say, “For 
heaven’s sake, can’t you take a breathing 
spell once in a while?” 

Still he was (Continued on Page 54) 














There had I failed him’ What had | 
ne wrong’ What unseen enemy had 
uck and robbed me of my man? 











It happened without warning. One day 


we were a happy family, my husband, 
our children and I. The next day he 
had vanished like a ghost, and we were alone 


REALIZED SOMETHING was wrong as soon as | walked into the apartment. 

I’d taken the children to the park that morning, and Karen, my three-year-old, 
was irritable and tired by the time we returned home. Little Billy, in his stroller, 
was almost asleep. I had warned Karen to be quiet when we came in, so her daddy 
could sleep. Bill worked the night shift at the plant because the pay was higher, but 
his night schedule sure disrupted our lives, and I had to be a regular magician to 
keep it quiet enough for him to get some sleep in the morning. 

Now, when I walked into the living room, I suddenly felt cold, though it was a 
lovely day in early fall. I noticed the door to our bedroom was open, which was 
unusual, and ran quickly to the door. Bill wasn’t in bed. That was funny, because 
he always followed a strict schedule for sleeping. 

Karen was whimpering now, and little Billy was sound asleep in the stroller, his 
head toppled over sideways on his chubby little arms. He looked so sweet with his 
blue cap cocked over at an angle. Oh, why, I wondered, didn’t they look darling 
and sweet to Bill, like they did to me? They seemed to disturb him, for some reason 
or other, although I supposed he had times that he loved them. Gently I eased Billy 
out of the stroller and into his crib. Over her protests, 1 persuaded Karen it was 
time for her nap, too, 

When they were finally settled, I began aimlessly to straighten up the apartment, 
wondering where Bill was. I made up the bed, then turned to the closets, which were 
already in order because we had so few clothes anyway. It was then that I noticed 
that the big suitcase was gone, and, peering into the semi-darkness of the large 
closet, most of Bill’s clothes! Why, what in the world could that mean, I wondered? 
Feeling a little dazed, I walked over to the dresser, opened the drawers. Those with 
Bill’s clothes were all empty. 

I fought down the rising panic. There was some sensible explanation to this. 
There must be. Maybe he’d gone to—But where? Where could he, where would he, 
go? Neither of us had close relatives, and anyway, why couldn’t he have told me? 
I ran from one room to another, looking, hoping for some explanation. All I could 


















that’s just the trouble. They cry, and 


see was that Bill was gone—all of his 
personal things, clothes, important pa- 
pers. everything. There was no note, or 
any hint of where he was, or why. As I 
stood there in the middle of the floor, a 
cold fear beginning to spread all over 
me, | remembered a conversation we'd 
had last Saturday, a week ago. It was so 
sharply clear in my mind, it almost 
seemed like Bill was standing there in 
front of me now, saying, 

“I’m sorry, hon, and I wish I were 
different, but the kids just get on my 
nerves!” 

“But they don’t do anything, Bill,” I 
said, pleading with my whole heart for 
his understanding. “Maybe they cry a 


bit, and require some taking care of, but 
they’re just babies. All babies do.” 


“I know,” he said savagely, “and 





they require you to tend them morning, 
noon and night. You’re tired all the 
time, and I can’t remember when I’ve 
seen the kitchen or yard without dia- 


” 


pers. 
A tight pain squeezed around my 


heart. “There isn’t anything worthwhile 
in life without some trouble, Bill,” | 
said. “I can’t see how you can’t love 
them. And you were young once, too, 
you know. Somebody took care of you.” 

“Oh, don’t give me that,” he hooted. 
“I told you when we got married, Nata- 
lie, that I didn’t want children, and I 
meant it!” 







And he had slammed out the bag! 
door, jumped into our old car and driyg 
off at a speed inspired more by ange, 
than the ability of the car. I had stog 
there looking out of the window for, 
few minutes, my heart softening toway 
my high-spirited, temperamental hy 
band. I’ve three children, I’d though 
with a sigh, and he’s the oldest. Som. 
times he seemed more like a kid than 
same as me. 

We were awfully young when we go 
married, and everyone had said—Qh, 
dear God, I thought, coming sharply 
back to the present. Let them be wrong 











There were bills to pay, sick children to car 
for, a house to keep. How could | do it al 
alone? In the dead of night I prayed to Go 










to show me the way 


Please let all of them who said we 
wouldn’t make it, be wrong. 

Bill’s parents were fairly well to do, 
and he had always had most everything 
he wanted, whereas I had been raised in 
a foster home, and never knew who my 
real parents were. I knew that Bills 
friends did not entirely approve of me, 
but right from the beginning Bill and | 
seemed to find in each other the answer 
to everything we'd ever wanted. 

However, when his parents were kill- 
ed in an automobile accident about a 
year after we were married, and just be 
fore Karen was born, the bottom of the 
world seemed to fall out for Bill. | 
knew he still leaned on them, somewhat, 
and I had sympathized with him in his 
grief. But afterwards, he didn’t seem 
able to face reality, and the children, 
first Karen then Billy coming so soon 
afterwards, were to him nothing but a 
responsibility, a terrible load to carry. 

I sat down at the kitchen table, every- 
thing churning around in my mind, and 
trying to get an answer to it all. I knew 
I must do something, but I didn’t feel 
able to move. I don’t know how long! 
sat there before I heard a light knock at 
the back door. I said, “Come in,” auto 
matically, caring very little who it might 
be. The door opened, and as Id half- 
way guessed, it was Mr. Woods, our 
landlord. He occupied the other first 
floor apartment of the six-apartment 
building, and so was right across the 
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hallway from us. 
“Good morning, Mrs. Evans,” he said, 


with his usual cheerful smile. “I thought 
| saw you folks leaving this morning, 
and was just checking on the apart- 
ment.” 

He just stood there for a few seconds, 
beginning to look a little embarrassed. 

“Why, no,” I finally said, trying to 
keep the uncertainty and fear out of my 
yoice, “that was just Bill you saw leav- 
ing. He had to go away for a short'trip.” 

Mr. Woods’ smile was happy and re- 
lieved. He had always been very nice to 
Bill and me and the children, sort of 
adopted us. “Oh, I see,” he said, turn- 
ing to go. “I’m awfully sorry I bothered 


} you. It was just that I saw him leaving 
| with the suitcase, and naturally I as- 
| sumed you and the children were in the 
) car with him.” 


“I_-no, that is, we—” I began, stam- 


| mering over words. Suddenly I broke 
down. If he had been anything but nice, 


T could have kept up the bluff. But so 
few people had ever been just plain ‘nice’ 
to me. 

“He’s gone, Mr. Woods.” I said, near 
tears, “and he didn’t tell me. I don’t 
know where, or why.” 

“Now, now, Mrs. Evans,” he said, 
trying to comfort me, “don’t you get 
yourself all upset. There’s probably 
some real good reason why he left. Why, 
some emergency may have come up, and 
you'll probably hear from him later in 
the day.” 

He sounded so sure, and so cheerful, 
that I began to feel better even while he 
was talking. 

“Oh, do you really think so?” I asked. 
“T’m sorry I bothered you with all this. 
It’s just that he has been so strange, 
lately, and I was afraid that—” 

I began to be embarrassed. I’d poured 
out all my problems, and although Mr. 
Woods wasn’t exactly a stranger, there 
were some troubles you kept to your- 
self. I did feel better, though, for having 
someone to talk to. He was moving to- 
ward the door, and, smiling reassuring- 
ly, said, “You’ll be hearing from him 
soon.” 

I smiled too, and some of the coldness 
and scaredness had gone. 

When he left, I hurriedly began my 
household chores, and started dinner for 
Karen and me. Just moving around 
working made me feel better, and anger 
at Bill’s sudden leaving was beginning 
to take the place of the fear I had felt. 


He could have left a note! Well, when 
he came back, I’d certainly let him know 
how I felt. I had been too ‘understand- 
ing’ of his moods and whims, letting him 
walk all over me. 

I peeked in at the children to see if 
they were still asleep, then ran across the 
street to the little neighborhood grocery 
store for a few things I’d forgotten yes- 
terday when we were at the super mar- 
ket. My household money was getting 
low, so I hoped Bill wouldn’t be gone 
too long. Funny, I kept making myself 
feel it was just a short emergency trip 
like Mr. Woods said, but a little part of 
me inside was tight, terrified, frozen up. 
I had never been without Bill, not for a 
day. I wouldn’t know what to do with- 
out him. 

By the time I had everything ready 
for dinner, the baby woke up, and I gave 
him his bottle and prepared his special 
dishes. 

“Where’s Daddy, Mommie?” was the 
first thing Karen asked, when she came 
in the kitchen. 

“He had to go away for a little while, 
darling,” I answered her, smiling, “he’ll 
be back soon. Here, let me wash your 
face and hands, and then we'll have din- 
ner.” 

During the meal, I tried to act as if 
everything was all right, and made my- 
self eat so that Karen would eat her din- 
ner, too. But somehow she must have felt 
something was wrong because she just 
picked at her food, and usually ate very 
well, joking with her Daddy. Even Billy, 
in his high chair, was sloppier and less 
interested in eating than usual. After 
dinner, I put Billy in his carriage outside 
in the back yard, and sent Karen out to 
play. Then the loneliness really hit me. 
This was always our time together. 

Oh, Bill, | cried silently into the empti- 
ness, where have I failed you? What did 
we do wrong? Where have you gone? 


I DIDN’T get an answer to my ques- 

tions, either that day, or the next, or 
the next. I called Bill’s boss at the plant 
and told him that Bill had had to leave 
town on an emergency. I even hinted a 
little, to see if Bill had told him any- 
thing, but apparently he hadn’t said a 
word that Saturday morning when he 
left work, or acted in any way unusual. 

By Wednesday, I still hadn’t heard 
from Bill, and the necessity for survival 
had helped me get over the first shock. 
The babies and I had to eat, and rent 





had to be paid. I had rejected Mr. 
Woods’ suggestion that I call the police 
and report Bill as missing, but I accepted 
with gratitude his extension of time on 
payment of the rent due, that week. That 
Wednesday morning, after a careful 
counting of pennies and a list of expen- 
ditures, I realized that something would 
have to be done now. 

I had no professional training and 
didn’t know the first place to turn, but 
I would have to find a job. And there 
were Karen and Billy. Almost since Bill 
left, I’'d been thinking about Mrs. Ross, 
who lived on the second floor in the 
apartment directly over mine. She was 
new in the building, but she was the only 
one at home all day. Her little girl, 
Mary, was the same age as my Karen, 
and they had started playing together. 
In fact, Karen’s cup of joy had been 
complete when Mary and her family 
came to live in our building. 

We had only spoken casually, so I 
didn’t know what she would say, but 
that morning I took my courage in both 
hands and went up to talk to Mrs. Ross. 
She seemed glad to see me, and I no- 
ticed her apartment was furnished sim- 
ply, like ours. 

“I’m so glad you came up, Mrs. 
Evans,” she said, smiling in welcome. 
“T don’t know anyone in the building 
yet, and we’ve been busy getting settled.” 

“I'd planned to come up, anyway,” I 
said, in some confusion, and not know- 
ing how to begin. “Now, it seems I’ve 
come to ask your help.” 

“Why, anything at all that I can do, 
I'd be glad to,” she said, again with 
that warm smile. She really made me 
feel like she meant it, and my heart 
swelled in gratitude. I’d thought of all 
sorts of devious things to say, but I had 
decided the truth would be best. 

“My husband has left us,” I blurted 
out, “and I will have to find a job. I 
know it’s asking a lot, but there isn’t 
anyone else in the building who is at 
home all day, and I was wondering, 
could you keep Karen and Billy for me 
during the day? I'll pay you whatever 
you think is right.” 

“Oh, I’m so sorry about your hus- 
band, Mrs. Evans,” Mrs. Ross said. “But 
of course I will take Karen and Billy 
for you. Mary would just love that. I’ve 
seen your baby, and he is just darling.” 

“I don’t know how to thank you,” I 
answered, and | felt like a great weight 
had rolled off (Continued on Page 65) 


27 

















“Betty,” I purred into th 
Phone, “why don’t you try find 
ing aman of your own?” 











‘Leave 
My Man 
Alone!’ 


What else is there to do when you know another 
woman is after your husband? You fight for 


_ him, anyway you can. And you don’t care how 


dirty you have to fight or who you have to hurt 


KISSED BEN’S sleeping face and my 

body ached with my love for him. 
Beyond any doubt my husband was the 
most wonderful person in the world. 
Ben was the only man I’d ever loved or 
could love. I felt justified in doing any- 
thing and everything to keep him. 

I kissed Ben again and he woke up. 

“Wake up sleepy,” I said kissing him 
a third time, “it’s a beautiful day and 
you're missing it.” 

“You're right,” Ben said drowsily, “a 
man shouldn’t spend his weekend at a 
summer resort in bed. I’ll get up and go 


down by the lake and sleep.” 

We both laughed. 

“Breakfast is almost ready,” I said. 

“T’ll be there in a matter of seconds,” 
Ben said getting out of bed. “This fresh 
air makes me as hungry as a bear.” 

I returned to the kitchen to put the 
finishing touches to our breakfast. I was 
so happy I felt like singing. At last we 
were alone. No one knew where we were, 
so I wouldn’t have to share him with 
anyone. I’d made some mistakes in try- 
ing to save my marriage, but getting 
Ben up to the resort for the weekend 


was one-hundred percent right. Two 
days weren’t much, but I was certain that 
was all I needed to get our marriage off 
the rocks if I played my cards right. 

My thoughts were interrupted by the 
sound of Ben’s footsteps coming toward 
the kitchen. He was pulling a white 
T-shirt over his big broad shoulders and 
his navy blue Bermuda shorts revealed a 
handsome pair of well built legs. My 
heart skipped a beat and my body tin- 
gled with the familiar warmth I always 
felt when Ben was near. After three 
years of marriage, you would think I’d 
gotten used to him. I wasn’t. Ben wasn’t 
the kind of man a woman got used to. 
Each sight of him, each experience with 
him was a new, wonderful and beautiful 
thing. There was only one way to de- 
scribe Ben—man, all man. 

I watched as he strolled across the 
kitchen toward me. Pouring himself a 
cup of coffee, (Continued on Page 60) 
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Nobody was going to 
come into our house and 
walk right over me. I 
didn’t need any step- 


mother or sister, and 


they would soon know 


it. lwould show them all 


Teen—-Age 


es YEARS BEFORE, when I was a scrawny eleven-year-old kid, my mothe 

had died in this house, been buried from here. In the time between, with 
one but Dad and a housekeeper to watch me, I guess I’d run a little wild. Drank 
little when no one was watching. Smooched a little in the last row at the pictur 
shows and in cars parked outside at dances. Cut classes whenever I could get away 
with it, and went downtown with some of the girls and swiped stuff off counters, fg 
a kick. Nothing really criminal—just the kind of thing that labels you, in a high 
school like Garfield, as “wild.” 

And now, when I’d had things my own way for seven years, my father was map 
rying this kid’s mother, and Tracy Connell was transferring from the convent wher 
she’d had all her schooling to Garfield High, and Lord knows what tales shed 
come home telling. It was Friday, and my father and her mother were getting mar 
ried on Saturday, and she was moving in with me, and I hated her for it. 

“D’you know, Ticia,” she said, working like everything to get her clothes into 
half of my clothes closet, “I don’t know when I’ve been so happy. All my life I've 
wanted a sister.” 

Wanted a sister! Well, I hadn’t. Dad and I had done all right with Mrs. Frazier 
to take care of us. Our house had only five rooms; it had been plenty for Dad and 
Mother and then for just Dad and me, but everything was going to be different now, 
I’d had things pretty much my own way, too, since Dad didn’t pay much attention 
to what was going on except to raise a kick once in a while when the bills were too 
high, but I had sense enough to know that this would change now, too. 

“Well, don’t expect me to put my head down on your shoulder and sob with joy,” 
I told her. “So you’re getting a sister. Has it occurred to you that all the getting 
in this deal is on your side? You get to move out of that house where you boarded, 
and live like a human being. Your mother gets to quit work and move into a nice 
house all furnished and settled for her, with my father, like a dope, to foot all the 
bills from now on.” 

There was a hurt look in her eyes, and | was glad. I wanted to hurt someone. To 
lash out at someone. I pulled at my cigarette and deliberately looked away from her, 

“Now stop and think what I’m getting,” I went on, and my lips were so strained — 
and tight that the muscles around my mouth hurt. “My father’s money, that was all 
my own, I lose sight of altogether. The room that was all my own I have to share” 
with somebody I’m not sure I even like. The room where my mother and father” 
slept, I see a strange woman sleeping in. Oh sure, I’m tickled pink!” 

There were tears in her eyes now. “But you’re getting a mother,” she mumbled, 
“and a sister.” 

“Mother my eye,” I snapped her off. “My mother died seven years ago, and 
don’t ever kid yourself that over-age glamour girl you call your mother om ‘7 
her place. And as for getting a sister, I did very well without one, thank you.” 

I stubbed out the cigarette and got up and got out of there, for the tears running 
down her cheeks bothered me. I’d wanted to hurt her, and I had hurt her. W = 
it bothered me, I couldn’t figure out. bs 

They’d decided everything between them, Dad and her mother had. They'd be 
married on Saturday morning, go to Chicago for the week end, and Tracy and Ly 
would stay in the house with Mrs. Frazier until they got back Monday night. 
they’d come back, the housekeeper would be out of a job, and everything would g 
on as usual, As usual! I was nearly eighteen; an adult, but I felt like 1 was abe 
ten years old as the tears filled my own eyes. | was lonely and jealous and airait 








They were always necking—my father 
and stepmother—kissing and carrying 
on like two kids. It made me sick. 














and I wanted my mother back. I went 
out into the kitchen and started to slam 
things around. 

They got back Monday night two 
hours late; the housekeeper had already 
left, and Tracy and I were sitting in the 
living room watching television and 
glaring at each other by turns, when they 
burst in. Sybil had a camellia corsage 
as big as a dishpan trailing down her 
shoulder, and Dad had a grin a yard 
wide. He dropped the suitcases and 
bounced across the room as though he 
was about twenty-one years old. 

“Well, kitten,” he babbled at me, 

“how'd you two get along? Have a good 
time? Decide you liked each other? Is 
it going to be wonderful to have a sis- 
ter [" 
[ looked at him for a minute and then 
over to them. Sybil had Tracy in her 
arms as though she was about eight years 
old, and there were tears in both their 
I could feel my lips curl; I 
couldn’t help it. Nobody had held me in 
their arms in seven years—the way a 
mother does, | mean—and nobody of- 
fered to now. Dad looked at me for a 
minute and then went over and put his 
arm around Sybil’s shoulder. 

Sybil brought you a present, honey,” 
he said to me. “A sweater. Wait ’til you 
Must be terrific; paying for two 
of ‘em, one for you and one for Tracy, 
just about ruined me.” 

One for you and one for Tracy. That 
was the way it was going to be from 


cycs. 


see it. 


now on. 

| don’t need it. I already have a 
sweater,” I mumbled, and with that I 
ran into my room and slammed and 
locked the door. Only it wasn’t my room 
ny more. I threw myself down on the 
bed and cried and stormed into the pil- 
and from where I lay, when I 
turned over, I could see her clothes in 
my closet. On the twin bed next to mine, 
her stuffed animals were piled. They’d 
moved another dressing table in for her, 
and my armchair had gone to make 


} 
iow 


room for it. 

| heard them talking and whispering 
out in the living room and they sounded 
upset, and I was glad. Pretty soon Tracy 
knocked on the door and I told her to go 
away, and then Dad yelled at me to let 
in, and | told him I wouldn’t, and 
then the whispering got louder. Let them 
break down the door, | cried to myself. 
Let him move his own daughter out by 
to make room for that drip. Let 


Tracy 


force 
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that mother of hers worry a little about 
how she’s going to make a go of it, mar- 
ried to my Dad. Let her. It'll do her 
good. 

Tracy must have slept on the porch; 
when I came out in the morning, dressed 
and ready for school, the pallet made 
up on the couch was still there. I met 
frozen faced glances all around the table. 

“Ticia,” Dad began. “don’t you think 
you owe Sybil an apology? Our first 
night home and all, and you acting like 
you did?” 

So my own father was going to take 
sides against me. I could imagine what 
she’d told him during the night. 

“I’m not sorry,” I told him. “You 


I had a plan—a 
beautiful, lying, 
scheming plan— 


only it backfired 


right in my face 





want me to lie and say that | am?” 

We'd been so close during the past 
seven years that I knew every expression 
that crossed his face; the meaning of 
every look that came into his eyes, but 
even his reactions were different now. 
He got up and his chair crashed to the 
floor behind him. 

“You'll say that you're sorry, and 
you'll be sorry,” he hissed at me through 
his teeth. “Sybil is going to be here 
from now on, and Tracy too, and, by 
God, I’m not going to have you spoiling 
everything!” 

I just gave him a long look; that in- 
furiated him, I knew, more than any- 
thing I could say. He threw down his 
napkin and started toward me, but Sybil 
got to him before he reached me, and 
her hand was on his arm, her voice 
pleading with him. 

“Don’t be hasty, Ralph,” she said to 
him. “This is a thing that takes some 
adjusting; some time. Let me work it 
out with Ticia. Let it be our problem to- 
gether, Ticia’s and mine. Please, 


Ralph.” 









You’d have thought she owned him, 
the way her hand was on his arm. There 
was something about the way she was 
looking at him that I just couldn’t bear, 
I could feel the tears filling my eyes 
again, and I’d have died before I let her 
see that I was crying. I ran out through 
the kitchen and down the road toward 
school, no breakfast, no books, not even 
any money for lunch. That mealy. 
mouthed little Tracy cornered me in the 
lunchroom and tried to make me take a 
dollar bill. Her mother had sent it for 
me, she said. She didn’t want me to be 
without lunch. 

“Don’t worry; I have friends, wheth- 
er your mother thinks so or not,” I told 
her, pushing the bill back into her hand. 
“And even if I didn’t have a dime, | 
wouldn’t take money from your mother.” 

I was desperate to get back at some 
one, to hurt someone, anyone. I went 
into the locker room and stood there for 
a minute until I got hold of myself, then 
strolled down the aisle toward my own 
locker. Number 1389—I didn’t know 
whose it was—was open, the girl’s purse 
and clothes inside. She must have been 
in gym, or out on the field. There was a 
dollar and some change in the purse, 
and | took the dollar. That was the first 
money I’d ever stolen. Now I was a 
thief, and I felt so alone, so persecuted, 
that it didn’t bother me a bit. 


I GOT ALONG right through Friday, 

that week, without taking money 
from home. First Sybil tried to make 
me take my allowance. The next morn- 
ing Dad stormed and said I’d have to 
take it from him. I had an answer for 
that one, all right. “Your money’s 
Sybil’s now, remember,” I smirked at 
him. “It’s not yours to give me any 
more. Maybe you’d better ask her if it’s 
all right to even let me have an allow- 
ance!” 

There was hurt in his eyes after that 
argument, and bewilderment. I guess 
he’d thought that he could just move that 
woman right into my mother’s home and 
everything would be O.K. 

Well, anyway, right up to Friday | 
managed; snitched a fifty cent piece 
here, borrowed a quarter there, took 
some change out of a teacher’s purse 
that was left in the washroom. Don’t 
ask me why; it was like when we palmed 
stuff off the counters downtown; I didn’t 
think of it as stealing. After you do your 
first dishonest thing, you're a thief, and 


up ir 
at he 





Pitr. 


eyes 
t her 
ough 
ward 
even 
ealy. 
n the 
ke a 
t for 
o be 


eth- 
told 
and, 


er. 
me- 
ent 
for 


5 


Ow 


» § 8 


ee ASH 





‘yet mind keeps telling you that now 


it’s no use; you might as well be hung 
for a sheep as for a lamb. That psychia- 
trist who talked to me afterward said 
that it was an impulse to revenge my- 
gif upon someone—anyone—for the 
Joss I felt when Dad married. Maybe so; 
| just did it; I didn’t look for a reason. 

Friday I had a horrible, fed-up feel- 
ing. Tracy was becoming really popular 
at Garfield; some of my own friends 
seemed to prefer her, a sophomore, to 
me. Where school had been a refuge 
from home before, I hated being there 
now. I decided to cut classes after the 
first period, but I couldn’t find a soul 
who'd go downtown with me; everybody 
| asked either didn’t have any money or 
had a test coming up or was afraid their 
parents would get a blue slip or some 
other darn fool reason. I got on the bus 
and went down into the city by myself, 
and went into Tillson’s. I liked roaming 
around there; a big store, a block square 
and twelve stories high, is like a city. 
You can lose yourself in it if you want to. 

| bummed around for a while, up one 
aisle and down another, just looking. I 
wasn’t consciously planning to take any- 
thing. I was just lonely and all churned 
up inside and hating the way things were 
at home and the way they were at school, 
too, and all of a sudden I saw the gor- 
geous set of earrings that looked like 
they were made to go with my yellow 
tulle. Fifteen dollars, the tag said, plus 
tax: eighteen dollars. I could just see 
Tracy’s eyes popping when she saw 
them, and hear Bill Cooper’s whistle 
when I turned up at a party wearing 
them. 

I stood there turning them over in my 
hand and thinking to myself what a big 
wheel Bill Cooper was at school and how 
he’d preferred me to every other girl in 
the place until Tracy had been intro- 
duced to him, and telling myself that 
Tracy was a mealy-mouthed drip who'd 
never have nerve enough to do a thing 
like this. And almost without thinking, 
I set them aside. I had a flat little en- 
velope clutch bag with me; I just laid it 
down on top of the earrings. Then I 
went ahead and looked over the counter, 
like I was hunting for something else. 
Then, just as a woman came up and 
asked the salesgirl something, I pretend- 
ed to give up in disgust, picked up my 
bag and the earrings underneath it, and 
walked away. 

It was easy, all right. Too easy. I got 


in the elevator and opened my bag and 
slipped the earrings in. On the fourth 
floor I lifted a fountain pen the same 
way. It was fun. Exciting. It pepped 
me up. They may think they can push 
me around at home, I kept thinking, but 
I'll show ’em. I'll show ’em. 

I went back to the main floor, just 
bumming, looking like I was shopping, 
and at the bag counter there was a great 
big patent leather number—looked just 
like spring, and I could carry it to 
school, and all the kids would gather 
around me and exclaim about it, and I’d 
be a big shot. Even with Bill. But 
$22.50! Before Sybil, I could have just 
gone ahead and bought it—but now? 
Explain to her why I wanted it? Hear 
her beef about the bill? 

I picked it up, opened it and looked 
inside, and folded the price tag inside 
while I went through the motions of con- 
sidering buying it. Then I slipped my 
little envelope bag inside it, closed and 
fastened it, held it off and looked at it 
real critically, like I was figuring out 
how it would go with my new spring 
suit. Then, when a woman came up to 
the counter and asked the salesgirl 
something, I stood around a moment, 
registered impatience, and just walked 
off into the elevator. Easy as that. It 
was fun. I almost wished I could tell 
Sybil about it, so she’d see I was no 
dumb bunny like that daughter of hers. 
I was out on Washington Avenue, look- 
ing for a hamburger stand, when | felt 
a tap on my elbow. 

“Wait a minute, girlie,” this voice 
said. “We want to see what you got in 
your bag.” I stopped for a minute my 
heart stopped with me. The hand was 
hard and tight on my elbow; I couldn’t 
have wrenched it away even if I wanted 
to. On one side of me was a nasty, hard- 
looking woman. I turned to the other 
side, where the hand was hurting my 
elbow, and the hand belonged to a man. 
The same hard look on his face. He 
reached for the patent leather bag. 
“Come on, girlie,” he said again. “We 
want to see what you got in your bag.” 

For a minute panic rose in me; pure, 
unreasoning panic. All I wanted to do 
was get away from there; to run; to 
hide; to throw the bag down and swear 
I'd never seen it before. 

The man unhooked the bag from my 
arm and turned me around. “Come on. 
We'll go back to the store and see what’s 
what,” he said. 


People were stopping and looking at 
us. A few even started talking to each 
other and pointing. I turned around 
with them, and with a hand on each of 
my elbows, they walked me back to a side 
door of the big Tillson building. 


WE GOT OFF the little square pri- 
vate elevator on the eleventh floor 
and went down a corridor into a door 
marked “Mr. O. H. Cromwell ... Store . 
Manager.” The man and I sat in an out- 
side room for a long while, him with the 
bag in his hands, not saying a -word. 
My heart thudded so hard I was sure 
they could hear it in the next room, 
where someone was talking. I wanted to 
tell him that I wasn’t really a thief, to 
beg him to let me go home and not let 
my Dad know what I’d done, to cry out 
that it wasn’t really stealing; that all the 
kids did it. 

The panic rose in my throat again and 
I had to gulp it down in order to get my 
breath. I looked into his face, and I 
knew that there was no use asking him 
for mercy. Then a girl came out and 
said we could go in. 

The hard faced woman was sitting 
there with a nice looking man, at a big 
desk in the middle of the room; a girl 
was standing off in the corner, and I 
felt like someone had kicked me in the 
stomach when I recognized her as the 
girl behind the costume jewelry counter. 
The big man got up. “Hello, Stevens,” 
he said. “Starting early this morning.” 

He reached out and took my bag and 
then opened it and slowly, as though he 
was thinking awfully hard, he laid cut 
on the desk the fountain pen—the ear- 
rings—a lipstick I’d palmed in the cos- 
metic department—my own bag—my 
streetcar pass. 

Suddenly I couldn’t bear it, him look- 
ing at my things like that. I put my 
hands up to my face and I cried. I 
wanted to tell him that I hadn’t meant 
to steal, that it was just that I was so 
lonely, bumming around all by myself, 
and I wanted a little excitement. I 
thought of how awful things had been 
that morning at home, and of Tracy tak- 
ing Bill Cooper from me, and of Bill 
maybe hearing about this, and all of a 
sudden I didn’t feel so smart. 

“Come now, Ticia—your name’s 
Ticia? That’s a pretty name,” he was 
saying. “Anyway, come on now, buck 
up. Crying’s not going to help a bit.” 
There wasn’t (Continued on Page 76) 
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I had found the answer to all my problems, a tick 


for a free ride on Easy Street—and what my husba 


didn’t know would never hurt him 


AS I STOOD BESIDE Marion Hughes that first day at the races I felt a shi 
of excitement sweep over me. I’d never dreamed anything like this exi 
The big track with its backdrop of low mountains was beautiful. And the pew 
ple! Thousands of them, it seemed; lovely women, some luxurious in mink; the 
men with them in sport jackets that probably cost four times as much as Bill’s b 
suit! Oh, I guess there were the shabby ones, too, but I just didn’t look at them. © 

“Some of these folks come every day,” Marion said. “It gets them after a while 
and they spend their last nickel betting.” 

But I scarcely heard her. 1 was watching the winners on the first race as t 
left the pay-windows, bills clutched in their hands, smiles on their faces. 

This is the way I’m going to get the things I want, | told myself .. . 

That was the day it started—the awful urge that drove me and rode me to th 
brink of ruin and brought tragedy and heartache into my life. 

Maybe it really started back in Elmwood where I’d met and loved big Bill 
man and where I’d lived all my life until we moved to California. 

My family was poor and shiftless. Bill’s family was poor and thrifty. There's 
world of difference. But it didn’t make any difference in our feelings for each other 
—only in the things that happened later. 

Even as a kid I’d dreamed of someday being rich. Always I’d longed to h 
nice home and pretty things like other girls had. Things! Always it was 
things that I thought about. 

I guess I loved Bill from the first day when he came in from the country to B 
wood High, so tall and good-looking, with the sweetest smile, and eyes that © 
laugh and be awfully stern, too. He felt the same about me, and from then on I 
Bill Coleman’s girl—later Bill Coleman’s wife. 

Sometimes he’d touch my curls and say, “Pam, you’re beautiful.” 

I wasn’t, really. It was just that I curved in the right places and my eyes We 
deep and velvety, like my mother’s. 

Bill was nineteen and I seventeen when we were married. Kids, really.” 
worked for his Dad on the farm for a while, and then after Sue Ann was borm 
went to the big factory near town, because he could earn more. Two years la 
Timmy was born and Bill almost danced with happiness. “A son and daughi 
he’d say. “The perfect family; something to work and save for.” 


ita 


















Bill was good to me, and I loved him with 
all my heart. But I wanted so many things 
that only money could buy. 








Saving was really the only thing that 
sill and I ever quarreled about. I’d want 
to buy something for the apartment or 
maybe a silly dress, and Bill would say: 
But you don’t need them, Hon. When 
we get a little more saved then—” 
Sometimes I’d get mad. “You’re just 
I'd sneer. “You never want 
anything, and I don’t intend to go 
through life that way. I want pretty 
things, every woman does.” 
Well, we’re not going to throw money 
away like your family does,” Bill would 
retort. “We’re going to have some se- 


9 
tingy. 


curity.” 
But always his arms would reach for 
no matter how mad he got. “Oh, 
Hon, let’s not quarrel. You know I’m 
just working for you and the kids.” And 
his mouth would come down on mine 
hard and sweet, and I'd feel the surging 


rest of the house on the way.” 

“Oh, how lovely,” I exclaimed over 
and over. “I’ll be happy if I ever get a 
home half as nice,” I told her as I looked 
around at the blond furniture and thick 
rugs and colorful hangings. And I be- 
gan right there to plan for the things I’d 
have, too, just as soon as Bill got to 
work. 

But as always, Bill had other ideas. 
He bought a tiny house on the street 
back of Jack’s—because he insisted an 
apartment was no place for kids. “And 
we'll be working towards security with 
this,” he added. And then he paid near- 
ly all the money we had as a down pay- 
ment, to cut the interest. “We’ll skimp 
along for awhile,” he said, “and save 
every penny we can for a backlog.” 

“You and your backlogs!” I snapped. 
“I hope we don’t have to live like pau- 


Once I started, I couldn’t give it up. It 


was like dope addiction or alcoholism 


—«a disease without cure 





need for his love—and in his arms I'd 
know that nothing else really mattered. 
lhat’s the way things were when Jack 
Hughes, Bill’s best friend, wrote about 
his job in California. “We make real 
money out here,” he said. “And I can 
get you a job.” 
| dreamed about it a lot, but Bill 
wasn't much for change. And maybe 
we'd still’ be in Elmwood if Timmy 
hadn’t been sick. Rheumatic fever. And 
he didn’t get over it very well. At last 
Dr. West said it would be better for 
Timmy to live where it was warmer. 
That did it. Bill would cut off his 
right arm for his kids, especially Timmy. 
I'll never forget how beautiful it was 
that Sunday when we drove up in front 
of Jack’s little home in a small California 
town. “Gosh, you kids!” Jack came 
running out to greet us, pumping Bill’s 
hand and swinging Timmy high in the 


” 


iir. “It’s good to see you. Come on in 
and meet the Missus.” 

Marion Hughes was a sweet girl. She 
listened as we talked and laughed about 
“Save it for after dinner,” 
she said at last. “I know Pam wants to 
rest and get the travel dust off,” she 
tucked a hand under my arm. “I'll show 


“And the 


old times. 


our room,” she smiled. 





pers out here, too, just so you can have 
a bank account.” 

Bill gave me a quick kiss. “It won’t 
be for long, Hon.” 

But I couldn’t help but feel cheated— 
and to envy Marion. That was how we 
happened to be at the races that sunny 
day in. February. Marion had told me 
about the money she’d won. And I was 
thrilled when she invited me to go with 
her. I can get some of the things I want 
that way, I toid myself. 

But even that first day luck was 
against me. Marion won nearly thirty 
dollars. And I lost far more than I 
should have. I was just sick about it— 
why couldn’t I have won, I thought re- 
sentfully. That thirty dollars that Ma- 
rion won seemed like a fortune to me. 

“No more betting today,” Marion 
said, taking my arm. “It’s a shame, 
Pam, that you wouldn’t let me advise 
you.” 

“Sure, you can be cocky,” I said sul- 
lenly. “You’re going home with the 


money. “Well, I’m going to try one 
more—” 

Marion shook her head. “We should 
go. Timmy and Sue Ann will be home 
from school.” 

I felt a twinge of guilt. “Oh, all right. 


But I’m coming out by myself some day 
—and I’m going to win, too!” 

The kids were fine when we got home, 
playing with the girl next door. “See, 
there was nothing to worry about,” | 
told Marion. And I am going again, | 
promised myself. 

I did. Just as often as I could without 
Bill getting wise. I’d set out a lunch for 
the kids, and made Sue Ann promise that 
she’d look after Timmy. “I’m trying to 
earn some money,” I told her. “But 
don’t tell Daddy. We're going to sur. 
prise him.” 

Of course I worried about them, but 
Sue Ann was old for her age, and it 
wasn’t as though I were gone every day. 
And we did need the money. I tried 
hard to convince myself that what I was 
doing was all right, when all the time | 
knew that it was as wrong as could be. 

Once or twice I had real good luck. 
The day I won almost fifty dollars | 
rushed over to tell Marion. 

She looked at me strangely. “So 
you’re spending your time out at the race 
track! I was afraid of that.” And then, 
pleading: “I wish you wouldn’t, Pam. 
You’re too reckless—” her voice trailed 
off. “I think a lot of you and Bill,” she 
went on. “I wish I’d never taken you.” 

“Don’t worry,” I returned curtly. 
“After all I know my way around a 
littlke—even if I did come from a coun- 
try town.” 

How could I have talked like that when 
I didn’t know anything, really? I sure- 
ly didn’t know that there were men and 
women who made their living preying on 


the weak. But I learned—the hard way. 


_— a streak of losing. My grocery 

money went—and even all we’d saved 
for shoes and things for the kids. On 
Thursday I’d put my last penny on the 
horse that I thought was a sure thing, 
and watched him come in second. Panic 
flooded over me. “No! No!” I guess I 
didn’t realize that I was screaming the 
words until the woman sitting next to 
me put her hand on my arm. 

“Having bad luck today?” Her voice 
was soft and friendly, but her face was 
hard. And I’d noticed how she smoked 
one cigaret after the other, and how her 
red-nailed hands trembled as she studied 
her program. 

I nodded. I couldn’t speak because of 
the tight lump in my throat. 

“I’ve played out here for years,” she 
smiled warmly, “and make a good living 
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“gat of it. It’s all in knowing how.” 


- [looked at her with new interest. “Oh, 
| wish I could just make enough to get 
some things for my house,” I told her 


“You can,” she assured me. “I'll be 
gad to help you. My friend Sam is an 
old handicapper. Here,” she scribbled 
anumber on a card. “Go see him—just 
idl him Edna sent you.” 

The address I found, was a dirty little 
place up a flight of outside stairs. I felt 
unclean just going there. What would 
Bill say if he could see me, | thought 
unhappily. A sign on the door said “Of- 
fice Hours 10 to 4.” I turned the knob 
and went in. 

“Hello.” A short fat man looked up, 
smiled crookedly. 

“Hello.” I didn’t know just how to 
begin. “Edna sent me—” I hesitated. 

“Oh yes.” He motioned me to a chair. 
“What can I do for you?” 

“She said,” I began “—I thought 
maybe you could help me.” 

That was my introduction to Sam 
Waller—and to the underworld of which 
he and his kind are a part. Slimy, un- 
scrupulous men and women who make 
their easy dollars off of us who are 
desperate. 

“I charge fifty dollars, Sweetie, for 
the name of a sure winner,” Sam told 
me, his voice oily. 

“But I don’t have fifty—I’m broke—” 
I was pleading now. “Can’t I pay when I 
win?” I asked stupidly. 

“Come back when you have it,” was 
the soft reply. “And when you need to 
win.” 

Need to win! | wanted to scream at 
him. J need to win now. I’ve lost every- 
thing! Instead I turned and walked 
slowly out of that awful place and down 
the rickety stairs—my heart cringing in 
shame. 

It wasn’t until the day that I used the 
money Bill gave me for the house pay- 
ment—and lost every penny of it—that 
I went back to Sam’s. He was sitting 
with his feet on the desk, smoking a big 
cigar, when I went in. His shifty eyes 
lighted. “So you came back!” he 
drawled. 

I sank to the edge of a chair. “I had 
to come,” I told him, my voice little 
more than a whisper. “I—I used the 
house payment—I can’t tell Bill—” In- 
stantly I could have bitten my tongue. 
Why had I told him all this? But I 
babbled on, unable to stop. “I’ve got to 


make it back. You've got to help me!” 
I was shaking with fear. “I'll pay you 
—honest I will—” 

For a long moment the beady eyes 
studied me. “Okay, Sweetie. Guess 
maybe I can trust you.” He fumbled in 
his pocket, scratched something on a 
bit of paper, handed it to me. “Put a 
hundred on True Blue in the sixth. 
You'll make enough to pay me and put 
back the money you used.” He gave me 
a sickening smirk. “Where you going to 
get the hundred?” he asked suddenly, 
suspiciously. 

“From our savings.” I said slowly, 
ashamed to even put it into words. 

Sam nodded. “And mind you get 
right down and pay me,” he added. 

It was late when I got home and I had 
to hurry to get supper. “I didn’t get 
around to pay the loan,” I told Bill. 
“Had company,” I lied. 

He smiled. “But be sure to take care 
of it first thing in the morning,” he said 
cheerfully. 

If Bill knew that I was going to draw 
a hundred he’d kill me, I thought. I re- 
membered how he’d swung me into his 
arms the last time he’d made a deposit. 
“We've got six hundred now, Pam!” 
He’d been so proud. “Soon it'll be a 
thousand!” There was a knot of misery 
at the pit of my stomach as I thought 
about it. 


|, end DAY, when I got to the track 
I saw that the odds on True Blue 
weren't very good, but I did just as Sam 
said—put every cent on him. And he 
did win. I was almost dizzy with relief. 
Now I could pay the loan and Sam. But 
I wouldn’t have enough to replace all 
the money I’d drawn. 

“Tt wasn’t as much as you said it 
would be,” I told Sam when I went to 
pay him. 

He just grinned. “I can’t control the 
odds, Sweetie. Want to buy another 


winner for tomorrow?” he _ asked 
smoothly. “Same price.” 
“Oh—no!” I drew back. “No—I 


can’t take any more chances.” I shud- 
dered. 

Sam got to his feet and came to my 
side. “I want to help you—that’s all. I 
like you—see!” His greedy eyes swept 
over me. 

I backed further away. 
was lying. “I shouldn’t—” 

“Sure you should!” His evil face was 


I knew he 


close to mine. 


“No!” I cried out in panic. “I’d have 
to draw more from our savings. “No!” 
I yelled, “I’m through with your dirty 
dealings—I know it’s wrong!” 

“Dirty dealings is it!” Sam’s voice was 
a sudden snarl. “Well, suppose we write 
a note to hubby. What would he think 
of his wife and her dirty dealing—” His 
eyes held mine. “Better think it over,” 
he patted my arm. 

Suddenly all the fight went out of me. 
“Just this one!” My voice was ragged. 
“Then I’m through—” 

“Okay. But this time I take my fifty 
in advance.” Sam scribbled a name, 
fluttered the paper before my face. “In 
advance, my pet.” 

I opened my purse and counted out 
the money. “Here!” I wanted to throw 
it in his face. I was seething with hate— 
for Sam—for Edna, the woman who had 
sent me here—for what I was doing. 

I’m through with it all, 1 told myself 
over and over as I rode home on the 
bus. And I figured how much I could 
make if I’d use all our savings. 

I felt like a thief the next morning at 
the bank, and my hands shook so that I 
could hardly sign the withdrawal slip. 
Five hundred dollars that Bill had saved 
a few dollars at the time—and I was go- 
ing to gamble it all on a horse that a 
man named Sam had said would win! 

And it was worse when I got to the 
track! Panic was raw inside of me— 
I made trip after trip to the fifty dollar 
window—frantically telling myself I 
shouldn’t—knowing I had to—sure that 
the men behind the grill looked at me 
strangely. 

I couldn’t bear to watch the race. My 
hands were clammy, holding my tickets. 
And then someone came in to the lounge 
where I was standing, and said Dainty 
Lou had won. I staggered to my feet and 
out to where I could see the tote-board. 
The horse I’d bet on had come in sec- 
ond! I’d lost every cent we had in the 
world. 

Suddenly everything blurred and I 
knew I was going to be sick. Wretching, 
I stumbled to the ladies room. Later, as 
I pushed through the crowds, the awful- 
ness of what I’d done swept over me like 
a storm. I drew a bewildered hand 
across my forehead. A scream built up 
inside of me and I jammed my fist hard 
against my mouth to hold it back. I 
couldn’t scream here! I couldn’t even 
cry. My eyes were tearless and hot. I 
climbed on (Continued on Page 52) 
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Jackie’s ruggedly handsome 
face has launched over 6 
thousand feminine sighs. 











me 











HE WHISPERED RUMOR became 

noisy disbelief recently in the audi- 
ence at Harlem’s Rockland Palace. The 
star attraction, it was said, had fainted 
backstage following his act. 

Instead of routine sympathy murmurs, 
frantic females nearly trampled unsus- 
pecting ushers in their scurry to area 
drugstores seeking spirits of ammonia 
to personally revive the young man, who 
was actually merely exhausted from his 
performance. The object of this mass 
concern: Jackie Wilson, who was a box- 
er at 16, a plant worker at 18 and a star 
at 24. 

Attractive though not classically hand- 


As the new sex symbol of rock ’n’ roll, Jackie 


some; talented though not abundantly 
endowed, Jackie has brought to the rock 
’n’ roll scene with whopping success a 
product hungrily being consumed by his 
female fans—himself. 

In the teen-age jargon, the one-time 
gospel singer is “something else.” To 
the mature rock ’n’ roll lover, he’s a 
“whole lotta man.” To both, Jackie Wil- 
son is a sex symbol with syncopation. 

A group of shrieking Negro and white 
girls in Atlantic City several months ago 
expressed their affection by parading 
with placards which touted: “Jackie For 
President!” One winter night an older 
fan waited patiently to get his auto- 





Wilson is a dazzling young man who finds it won- 
derful to love and be loved by thousands of fans 


graph, and had near-frozen fingers and 
toes when she finally got to see him. 

What makes the girls flip their colored 
wigs over Wilson, a one-time gospel 
quartette singer? 

Skip the obvious reasons—he’s young, 
successful, well-to-do, good looking and 
personable. At least a handful of not too 
well known rock ’n’ rollers have many 
of these cards in hand. So what makes 
Jackie jump? What prompts girls to 
wear his autograph inked on their wrists, 
defying water like the plague? 

Like any successful person in any 
trade or profession, Jackie Wilson works 
hard to fill the bill. He goes into his act 
39 























* i- 
use Black and White Bleaching 
ream as directed and see your dull, 

drab skin take on a new lighter, 
ghter, softer, smoother look. 
slack and White Bleaching Cream’s 
ion works inside your skin. Modern 
ice knows no faster way of lighten- 
kin. Buy it today! 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 
43¢, 65¢ 


BLACK = WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 








|NOW YOU CAN GET A 
COLLEGE EDUCATION 
WITHOUT A 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA! 
SELF EDUCATION STUDY AT HOME 
FINISH IN 60 DAYS! 

GET A BETTER PAYING JOB! 


handicap. No high school education 
ed to qualify for a general cultural 
e education with practical pre-pro- 
and professional training. Any- 
erested or willing to be interested 
type of program offered at S. E. 
may qualify for enrollment. Please 

at and mail coupon below. 








MAN S. E. COLLEGE 
East Sth St. 
e Ransas 


se $10.00 for 60 books on self educa- 

examination and term papers, and a 

ege certificate. I wish to become a 
Detective 
Secretary 
Artist 
Accountant 
Sookkeeper 
Writer 
Dietitian 
Psychologist 
Acter 











Giving out with all he’s got, Jackie puts on 
an enthusiastic show for his audience. He 
first sang in church, later joined Dominoes. 


Exhausted after his performance, a bare- 
chested Jackie Wilson is cooled and wa- 
tered by admirers in his dressing room. 


A one-time prize fighter who found more 
success as a singer, Jackie Wilson hasn't 


changed a bit, his friends say 


as if he contained a built-in motor with- 
out an idling speed. An unsuspecting 
fan finds herself caught up in the rhythm 
and beat until she is worked (led by 
Jackie himself) into a feverish pitch. A 
master of wild, rhythmic antics on stage, 
the former Dominoes lead singer throws 
his entire body and all of his energy into 
the act. If he leans tantalizingly near 
screaming teen-agers, he faces the pros- 
pect of having his clothing ripped and 
tucked inside a bra or purse as a treas- 


ured souvenir. Shouts of “Just let me 


Massaged and fretted over, Jackie is re- 
warded for his strenuous efforts by adoring 
fans ready to attend his every whim. 


touch you,” or “Baby, you’re for me,” 
are the audience’s accompaniment to the 
beats on stage. Minus four pounds later, 
a perspiration-drenched Jackie Wilson 
half stumbles to his dressing room and 
lies prostrate on the floor until his en- 
ergy comes slowly seeping back. He’s 
given his voice and body to the perform- 
ance, and the fans dig this. 

One pretty Philadelphia girl offered to 
cut off her swinging pony tail after a 
show, swayed excitedly and announced: 
“You work so (Continued on Page 69) 


Trapped near dressing room by eager fans, 
Jackie obligingly passes out autographs as 
policemen try to protect him from crowd. 





in 
dreams, part of the pleasure of 
g is to head for bed dressed as 
i please. And pleasing yourself is the 
g that counts, especially in Lullaby- 
d where, regardless of size, you can 
ee ee 
and sleeping fashions are 
) as you make them. It’s as 
going to bed as dressing for 
isquerade ball, and the costumes are 
lly as colorful and gay. Choose 
ef a granny gown that disguises as 
as warms, or a saucy pair of “South 
te Border” pajamas with a swinging 
ho top in vibrant colors. A delight- 
om bination of the old and new has 
m mixed and matched and sparked 
ith new designs, so that the result is 
fresh line of sleep-duds. The comfy- 
y, bundling warmth of flannelette 
is the newest and gayest fashion 
rings. Turn the page for “What To 
When You Go Dreaming.” 
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wn worn separately without serviceable 
per is perfect sleeper. Sleeves are three 
ter and elasticized. See other page for 
oordinating jumper. About $3.95. 








Geisha lounge gown is a new interpretation 

of fireside fashion for leisure or lounge. 

wear. Ankle length gown is a drip dry 
cotton blend in Kubiki colors. $3.95. 


Baby doll pajamas for the girl on the go 

are in vivacious peasant border print with 

matching peek-a-boo panties. Saucy cuties 
are of cotton challis. $2.95. 


ORMITORY DARLINGS will fr 


sleep and lounge fashioris this season, ar 
distinguish the sle 


times it will be difficult t: 
and azy, OI 
“Cut-of-cloth.” and 


a wild combination philo y and flannels 


from the loungers. Cozy 
‘real cool” is the general 


make at school. 
For the sophisticate of the dort 


, , 
ns, there 


elegance of lounging pajamas that reseml 


pants, or the flavorful appeal of exotic torea 
} 


with striking jackets. The soft and sweet bas 








Pasa Sobles ski pajama set has striking 

South-of-the-Border print blouse with turtle 

neck. Ski pants are red. Outfit is of San- 
forized flannelette. $3.95. 


From the teahouse collection a Hung-Som- 
Foo pajama set with kimono style jacket 
has versatile obi sash. Lounge outfit is a 
blend of dacron, nylon and cotton. $5.95. 





Young button-front Jumper Coat of fine 
wale corduroy over demure cotton challis 
gown is in a distinctive Regency stripe. 
Each part can be worn separately. $7.95. 





in will love grandma’s granny gown because 
chasing qualities. 

campus cutie, popular for her spontaneous 

parties (especially when a box of goodies 

from home). will hostess the affair in a 

w-the-knees sleepcoat that hides a perky 

baby dolls. Midnight snack raids call for 


ipropos for the occasion, and what could 


r from this ingénue collection of “bedtimers”’ 
sth gown with pockets! TAN’s 


x are by Schrank’s. 











BS RE ES REET 


\ 
d favorite, the “page” shows a rhythmic movement of 
with fluffy bangs and soft rolls framing the face. loose waves at the sides and back. Waves and softly curled 
further enhanced by exaggerated wave forms in back. ends, provide a progressive air to a conventional contour. 


FASHIONABLE 
FOR FALL 





= T H THE COMING OF FALL, the average woman and bowler. more hair is needed to maintain a look 














7 Wants to change her hairdo to keep in step with chang- equilibrium or balance. With an increase in mannish styles 
ing times. New clothes and new hats have but one effect and severe tailoring in women’s clothes, hair is not worn t 
On womankind—they produce an “irresistible impulse”’ for short, and feminine hairstyles are needed to soften an othe 
change. The success or failure of this “impulse” depends wise harsh silhouette. 
lpom the ingenuity, and often courage of the woman. To Hair is definitely longer this fall, and this offers anothe 
suddenly chop off long hair for a more fashionable short. reason for change. Popular styles range from the sophist 
Curly cut. is practically impossible and, too often, painful. cated elegance of the “French Roll” to. the progressi 
)What some women don’t know is that long hair can be made “Reverse Kiss.” Individual stylists have their own prefe 

' to 100k Short. and short hair can be made to look long. ences and pet names, but most will agree that upcoming ha 

@hemillinery outlook for fall has a great influence upon styles will be softer and more feminine. TAN’s hairsty| 
the size as well as length of the hairdo. For the fedora are by Rose Morgan House of Beauty, New York City. 
a 





A variation on the “Italian” cut is shown in this casual, yet The popular and sophisticated “French Roll” gives a feeling 
saucy hairstyle. Hair is a little longer than the original of warmth, with an over-the-ear caress. Hair is lightly waved 


Italian style, and slightly curled ends add softness to face. on sides and gently curved over ear for a novel approach. 





Th . ° . . ° : “or ” ° . . 

This style incorporates horizontal and ver- Convenient, all-around hair style consists Called “Empress” this style is designed for 
il rolls at sides and back. The arrange- of loose waves and curls. From this basic medium to short hair lengths. Back is swept 
ment suggests an oriental influence. style, hair may be arranged in several ways. upwards, with soft waves at the sides. 


Don’t Miss 












SEE SOME OF AMERICA’S LOVELIEST 
MODELS FEATURING FABULOUS 

CREATIONS WITH AN 
INTERNATIONAL FLAVOR! 


CHECK LIST FOR APPEARANCE IN YOUR CITY 


CITY & STATE 
Youngstown, Ohio 
Columbus, Ohio 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Buffalo, N. Y. 
Boston, Mass. 
Hartford, Conn. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Newark, N. J. 
Wilmington, Del. 
Washington, D. C. 
New York, N. Y. 
Baltimore, Md. 
Richmond, Va. 
Bluefield, W. Va. 


Winston Salem, N. C. 


Atlanta, Ga. 
Jacksonville, Fia. 
Miami, Fila. 
Tampa, Fla. 
Mobile, Ala. 
Birmingham, Ala. 
Baton Rouge, La. 
New Orleans, La. 
Houston, Texas 
Austin, Texas 
Dallas, Texas 


Oklahoma City, Okla. 


Tulsa, Okla. 

Little Rock, Ark. 
Memphis, Tenn. 
Nashville, Tenn. 
Louisville, Ky. 
indianapolis, Ind. 
Dayton, Ohio 
Akron, Ohio 
Detroit, Mich. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Warren, Ohio 
Toledo, Ohio 
Milwaukee, Wisc. 
St. Paul, Minn. 

St. Louis, Mo. 
Omaha, Neb. 
Denver, Colo. 

San Diego, Calif. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 
San Francisco, Calif. 









DATE 
Friday, Sept. 18 
Saturday, Sept. 19 
Sunday, Sept. 20 
Monday, Sept. 21 
Tuesday, Sept. 22 
Friday, Sept. 25 
Saturday, Sept. 26 
Sunday, Sept. 27 
Wednesday, Sept. 30 
Thursday, Oct. | 
Friday, Oct. 2 
Sunday, Oct. 4 
Tuesday, Oct. 6 
Wednesday, Oct. 7 
Friday, Oct. 9 
Saturday, Oct. 10 
Sunday, Oct. 11 
Friday, Oct. 16 
Saturday, Oct. 17 
Sunday, Oct. 18 
Wednesday, Oct. 21 
Thursday, Oct. 22 
Saturday, Oct. 24 
Thursday, Oct. 29 
Sunday, Nov. 1 
Wednesday, Nov. 4 
Friday, Nov. 6 
Saturday, Nov. 7 
Sunday, Nov. 8 
Wednesday, Nov. 11 
Friday, Nov. 13 
Saturday, Nov. 14 
Sunday, Nov. 15 
Friday, Nov. 20 
Saturday, Nov. 21 
Sunday, Nov. 22 
Monday, Nov. 23 
Tuesday, Nov. 24 
Wednesday, Nov. 25 
Friday, Nov. 27 
Monday, Nov. 30 
Wednesday, Dec. 2 
Friday, Dec. 4 
Sunday, Dec. 6 
Tuesday, Dec. 8 
Friday, Dec. 11 
Sunday, Dec. 13 
Wednesday, Dec. 16 

















ORK is a delicious meat, and with 

the addition of a few deft finishing 

touches, its flavor is doubled. Siace 

most menus are planned around the 

meat, it should be made as interesting 

as possible. Pork is one meat that is 

improved with the accompaniment of 
rr. ; fruit or slightly sweet sauces. Apricots 
. ws. ar P ses S scien: and peaches are excellent with pork, and 
vz ; applesauce certainly should not be for- 

‘ , , 

Pa Df ea gotten. A mildly sweet sauce of either 
Skillet Chops With Vegetables raisins or cherries is also very good, add- 
ing color as well as more flavor. Pork, 


k | \ M | Wi h p I fresh or cured, should always be tho- 
Perk Up Your Meals With Pork rcs scenes 


Pork And Vegetable Pie Baked Spareribs With Sauerkraut 























This make-up base guards against shiny face 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times— without bothersome retouching. 
® Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 


“Greasy, sticky make-up bases give 
me such a shiny face and cause my 
make-up to smear. But now that 
I have changed to Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as a base, my 
make-up goes on smoother, stays 
on longer; keeps me looking fresh.” 


“Margarst Elaillland, 


Los Angeles, Calif. 
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BRINGS YOU 
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WHAT MAKES THIS OFFER POSSIBLE? 


Lucky Heart Cosmetics will send you this nationally adver- 
tised $10.00 Cosmetic Display Kit for only $1 postage— 
just to prove a point. 
The point is this: over 11,000 men and women have 
used this full-sized Cosmetic Assortment to show and 
demonstrate Lucky Heart Cosmetics. By letting friends 
see and try Lucky Heart Cosmetics they easily get enough 
orders to earn an extra income of $50 to $250 regularly 
—even using only a few spare hours a week! 

A ou included—can easily make $50 to $250 
regularly with this $10.00 Cosmetic Display Kit. We'll 
send it to you for only $1, complete with 6 full-size 
products, catalog, samples—everything you need to start 
making money the day it arrives! To get your $10.00 






Cosmetic Display Kit complete and prepaid, mail the 
Tucky Aeart coupon with $1 for postage, handling. You can become a 
welcomed and res Lucky Heart Representative, 


earning $50 to $250, starting the day your Cosmetic Kit 
arrives. Offer limited. Send your $1 and coupon now! 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS, Dept 2K, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


COSMETICS 











OC PLEASE SEND ME MORE INFORMATION. 
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NAME : 

Plecse send my $10.00 Cosmetic  anoacss. 
Display Kit prepaid. | enclose $1 ; 
‘o help cover postage and hondling. cry. sessed 
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Child Care: 





The Nervous Child 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


Brenda, who is eight, had vomited 
right after having her finger pricked for 
a routine blood count. Having just ex 
amined her, I was sure that the nausea 
had been caused by nerves and tension, 
rather than actual illness. While my 
nurse made the child comfortable, I mo. 
tioned her mother into my office. 

“Mrs. Smith, has Brenda exhibited 
this kind of nervousness before?” | 
asked. The Smiths were new in the com. 
munity and I had not seen Brenda be. 
fore. She appeared to be a healthy, well. 
cared-for child. 

“About three months ago, Doctor, we 
took Brenda to the dentist and she had 
two small cavities filled,” Brenda’s 
mother answered. “She had worried for 
the day and night before we went, and 
as soon as he finished working on her, 
she lost her breakfast. The dentist said 
that it was nerves, but' who ever heard of 
a child with ‘nerves’? I thought that was 
reserved for women my age,” she 
laughed. 

“Certainly ‘nerves’ are not reserved 


| for any age group,” I answered, “even 





babies have them and react when 
troubled. It is certainly not unusual for 
a child who is unhappy or upset to be 
physically ill. In certain cases, when the 
child has anticipated an unpleasant proj- 
ect, he will develop a headache, diar- 
rhea, a rash or nausea. In these cases, 
understanding, sympathy and common 
sense are required in large doses. The 
physical distress is real, even though 
anxiety and emotion have caused the ill- 
ness.” 

I continued: “A trip to the doctor or 
the dentist should not be an ordeal. Most 
of us exert ourselves to put young pa 
tients at ease, and most children come 
to accept the routine examination calmly 
and to trust the doctor as a friend. 

“I suggest that you let Brenda under- 
stand that you are not angry or disap 
pointed in her behavior, and that you 
understand that she could not help being 
ill. I, too, will chat with her about the 
examination and the reasons for it. | 
think we can help her not to dread the 
doctor’s office.” 
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SAY ONE FOR ME 


In the 20th Century-Fox CinemaScope production, Say One For Me, the incom- 
parable Bing Crosby once again portrays a priest, as he did in Going My Way. Ap- 
paring with him are Debbie Reynolds, Robert Wagner and Ray Walston. 

The story deals with the problems of the pastor of a Catholic church, who, be- 
cause his parish is located in a theatrical 
section of New York, has strong sympa- 
thies for show business folk. In an effort 
to keep his theatre flock from straying, 
special services, known as “Father’s Late 
Show,” 
them. 

Father is particularly concerned with an 
aspiring young performer, Debbie Rey- 
nolds, who, needing money to support her 
ailing father, goes to work in a second-rate 
night club and becomes involved with the 
club’s show producer, Robert Wagner, an Debbie, Bing in Say One For Me 
arrogant, unscrupulous young man with an unsavory reputation in regard to women. 

What follows then is a struggle between Bing and Wagner for Debbie, the former 
seeking her soul and the latter her body. When it appears that Wagner is winning 
Debbie, a minor incident brings a self-revelation to the brash young man and 
causes him to repent. 

Say One For Me provides much opportunity for Miss Reynolds to make with the 
song and dance, which she does in several torso-wriggling routines. 


HOLIDAY FOR LOVERS 


If you have a yen to travel, a wide streak of romance in your soul, and get a laugh 
out of the zany antics of Clifton Webb, you will find Holiday For Lovers your kind 
of flick. The 20th Century-Fox CinemaScope-DeLuxe color film is an eaten of 
Ronald Alexander’s Broadway play about 
an American father, Robert Dean (Clifton 
Webb), and mother, Mary Dean (Jane 
Wyman), and their two romantic daugh- 
ters, Meg (Jill St. John) and Betsy (Carol 
Lynley). 

The screen play opens with Meg leaving 
home with a chaperoned group of girls for 
a-tour of Central and South America. In 
Sao Paulo, Brazil; she meets Carlos, an 
artist and the adopted son of Brazil’s most 
celebrated architect, Eduardo Barroso. 


Meg falls in love with Carlos and enrolls in 


are held at times convenient for 








Carol, Crosby in Holiday 
the university, where Barroso discovers she has genuine artistic talent, and secures 
a scholarship for her study of art under his tutelage. 

When the Deans receive a letter informing them of these developments, they 
plane to Brazil where they discover timid Meg had been touched by a magic wand 
and turned into a poised, sophisticated young woman. To increase their parental 
woes, younger sister Betsy upsets a unit of American airmen, ends up carrying a 








flaming torch for one of the men, Paul Gattling, played by Bing Crosby’s son, Gary. 


























FOR A CHECKUP 


A year ago, he was only reading 
about cancer, just as you are now. 
But cancer was something that 
happened to the other fellow. No 
need for him to go to a doctor. 


Now that he knows better, it is 
unfortunately too late. He is one 
of the 75,000 cancer patients who 
will die needlessly this year be- 
cause they did not see their doc- 
tors in time. 


... AND A CHECK 


Nor could he see any reason, last 
year, for backing the fight against 
cancer with his dollars. 


But cancer always strikes close to 
home—in two of every three fam- 
ilies, to be exact. This toll can be 
reduced by supporting the medical 
counterattack with a contribution. 


The other fellow? He’s always one 
of us. Some find it out the hard 
way. What will it take to con- 
vince you? 


Guard your family— 
fight cancer with a 
checkup and a check. 


Send your check to “Cancer,” 
c/o your local post office. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY ¢ 



















TRUST YODORA 


Get tne beauty-cream deodorant... 
fortified for longer, safer protection. 
Yodora is fluffy white ... specially kind 
to sensitive skin. — 
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BETTER.. 


. BY McKESSON 





WANT TO MAKE J MEN LOVE YOU? 


Ait m= og LOVE me tg PERFUME — 
wi forgettable aroma 
and ‘holds tc seve, never “taital Be ro paeoal 
romani irresatt: 
Get 't that special Se be ——— 


ble and 
desires. A tin a3 
Regular $5 colons - 32 with r 
(3 for $5 32. if C.O0.D. 

KS M ACK "aR 
ANTEE. I 








ions. MONEY B. ‘GUA 

Bee szet GUARANTEE 
MO’ LOVE DROPS PER- 
FUME must help YOU, or I’LL send 
your $2 right back. Write NOW. 


LAMOUR CO., Dept.tor,220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 





eee e Do You Want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER 


Make 
a Amazing 





QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 
with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It's loaded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY eyes Won- 


derful thin hair, temple grooming — ma aid. Small 
_ Hair SOFTER, CLOSSIER, 


amount daily keeps 

LOVELIER LONG! Adds beautiful 

ap po which - —_ the main attcac- 
women with long lustrous hair. 

BERNEL- S HAIR t CREAM has delight. 

ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 

all types hair 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 

Regular size $1.10. 

Large family size (6 oz.) $2.20. 

Postage extra if C.0.D 





NELSON'S COSMETICS bept.+-s 


Box 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. 











LIFE'S 
LITTLE 


I‘ CHARLESTON, S. C., William E. Davis decided he was tired of hanging 
around the house doing nothing, went out to find himself a job, found prospective 
employers a little reluctant to hire a 120-year-old man. 


* * + 


In Jackson, Miss., 28-year-old tavern owner, McClendon Young, accused of steal. 
ing $800 from a patron, boldly volunteered to take a lie detector test, flunked, shame. 
facedly pulled off his wooden leg and produced the money. 


* a * 


In Atlanta, Ga., police said 51-year-old Emery Jarrell asked his wife to look 
around their house for his missing .45-caliber pistol, then shot her with it when she 
found it. 


ia * * 


In Pittsburgh, Pa., duty-conscious Lawrence Burrell joined in the chase of a 
super-market thief, enthusiastically fired a warning shot into the air with his own 
revolver, was arrested for not having a gun permit. 


* te * 


In San Antonio, Texas, James F. Roderick and Rosa Adams patched up an 
argument that separated them 64 years ago, got married at the ripe old age of 81. 


* * a 


In Pacoima, Calif., police charged 40-year-old Mrs. Mary Elizabeth Savoy with 
drunken driving when, after being stopped for dangerously maneuvering her auto- 
mobile, she blithely explained: “I don’t drive a car. I’m a rocket ship pilot for the 
U. S. Government.” 


* * * 


In Baltimore, Md., newly-wed Mrs. Louise Hargrove was granted a divorce after | 


she testified that her husband, DeWitt, made her share a five-room house with his 
parents, his two brothers, their wives, a sister and her children—a total of 18 in-laws. 


* * * 


In Albuquerque, N. M., 33-year-old medical dischargee William H. Suggs took 
a look at letters from the Army to his wife suggesting she file insurance claims on the 
“death” of her husband, remarked drily: “I knew I was tired, but not that tired.” 


* * * 


In Meridian, Miss., the city’s fire trucks rushed to answer an urgent, repeated 
alarm, found an 18-year-old youth trying to mail a letter in the fire alarm box. 


* * * 


In Memphis, Tenn., 
despite his denial and explanation that “old men just naturally stagger.” 


* * * 


In Greenville, Miss.. Hezekia Seales, free on bond after being arrested and 
charged with breaking into a chemical company, was re-arrested while awaiting trial, 


admitted he had gone back and broken into the company again to finish the job. 








66-year-old John Brooks was fined $21 for drunkenness 
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Recipes Continued From 
Page 47 


Skillet Chops With Vegetables | 
Brown 4 to 6 pork chops in fat in a large | 
fillet. Stack chops to one side of skillet. | 

| 








fda 1 chopped clove of garlic and Y% cup 
copped onions. Cook until yellow. Add 
nore fat if necessary. Place over bottom | 
of skillet. Drain juice from I No. 303 can | 
tomatoes into measuring cup. Add water | 
make 1 cup. Pour over chops. Sprinkle 
| 







so soft, shining... 


so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
just 3 days! Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Long-Aid gives hair a_ protective 
se se shield against dampness . . . helps 
Broiled Ham Slice W ith Peaches keep hair straighter, smoother! New 

Select a l-inch thick slice of ready-to-eat 







with 2 tsps. salt, pepper and thyme. Cover 
iB and simmer 30 minutes. Stack chops to 
—— B one side of skillet. Stir in *4 cup cooked 
riceand 1 cup whole kernel corn. Arrange 
wer rice and corn mixture. Break tomatoes 
; and arrange over chops. Cover and simmer 
anging F 19 minutes. Add water if necessary. 

Dective 


















































miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 


ham. Gash fat in several pieces : gd tion, kills certain scalp bacteria . . . 
’ steal. curling during cooking. u lace ham slice keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
hame. § " broiler rack, and adjust rack to two ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 


inches under the broiler. Brown ham slice 
on both sides, allowing 15 minutes for each 
side. When ham is browned, arrange 
canned cling peach halves on broiler rack. 
Brush tops of peaches with melted butter 
an she Band broil until peaches are slightly 
browned. For serving, arrange ham slice 
on platter and place peach halves around 


» look 

















u. 
of a 
Own Hawaiian Pork Chops 
Brown 4 loin or rib chops slowly in hot 
skillet. Add % cup water, 11% tsps. salt. 
Cover and simmer 40 minutes. Remove 
| chops; pour off fat. Crush 1 chicken bouil- 
P an is res 2 tl 
f 8] lon cube — spoon in oe Idd 2 t sth P—  LONG-AID LONG-AID 
“— cornstarch, 1 cup water, 3 cup pineapple 
juice, 4% tsp. Worcestershire sauce, I tsp. WHITE . BLEACH 
. ee al 
ith soy sauce, 1 tbsp. vinegar and 14 tsp. pre- PRESSING kun AND GLOW 

bate pared mustard. Combine and simmer until COMPOUND Loud eoul Wt CREAM LONG-AID 

auto- & thiek, stirring constantly. Add pork chops, he ay a : 

r the — / 9-02. can pineapple cubes, drained, 1% only 60c SSRs only 75¢ tithe ACTALAN 
sliced green pepper, 1 tomato cut in | plus tax plus tax SOAP 
wedges, and Y% cup chopped celery. Sim- _ | 
mer 5 minutes. Serve over cooked rice. | i : ff 

after } | _— LONG-AID > ene 

his Pork and Vegetable Pie | FLOWING | ‘ DANDRUFF 
ae a Have 114 Ibs. pork shoulder cut into 1- | : SULPHUR HOT OIL ie ‘ REMOVER 
~ & inch cubes. Brown pork and Y% cup sliced | only P SHAMPOO 
onions in fat. Add 2 cups water or bouil- | $1.00 only $1.00 
lon, 1 tsp. salt and 14 tsp. pepper. Cook plus tax 

| ys Soom th Se ; only 69c 

ook 4) minutes, then add 1 cup sliced carrots, | ‘ 








the | cup sliced celery and cook 15 minutes. | (SSS 88S MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW BES SS SESE 
od.” FF Thicken liquid with 2 thsps. flour mixed _ | Long-Aid Co., Dept. K-2, —P. O. Box 2505, Memphis 2, Tenn. 

t Cee ae 
@@ smooth paste with a little water. Add Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below. Cash, check or money order enclosed. 


| 
! cup cooked green beans or peas and 2 a a f , 
ted tsps. Worcestershire sauce. While hot pour | am — 03 fy tone eeeems is ‘ oe a ronan te nr tax. 
ox. mte a 1% qt. casserole. Top with baking | $3.30 including tax. = ine caien ian care. 


eee biscuit dough cut in circles or [] Long-Aid White Pressing Compound. cluding tax. 

fancy shapes. Bake at 450°F. for 20 min- 66c including tax. : ; 
; 2, So y = ? [) Long-Aid Bleach and Glow. 83c in- 

- utes until biscuits are well browned. [) Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Sham- cluding tax. 


poo. 69c no tax. 


(No C.O.D.'s outside continental United States. No orders shipped less than $1.00. IMPORTANT! 


° Ts ~ a 
Baked Spareribs With Sauerkraut You save C.O.D. and postage charges by sending full amount with order Then we pay all postage!) 


Have 2 sides of spareribs cut into serv- 





= ing pieces. Put a layer of ribs in the bottom Name ee Be PR tate? Ete 22 
of a large roasting pan. Sprinkle with salt Address eee pee ost anil 

we, and Pepper. Combine 1 large can sauer- City —L———e ; 2 4 7 

bb. (Continued on Next Page) SRR RRR RRR RRR RRR RRR 
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uf curis. 


from ear to ear. 


Mixed grey 3.95 
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Glamorous— Instantly nage 


HAIR-DO'S.::: 





Low 


CREATED BY HUMANIA 


Look your very prettiest with a fascinating Humania 


Wig or Hairpiece.. 
to your own features. 








Ce 


**CONTE** ITALIAN CUT 


Natural looking part. 


Attractive and very smart. 


ALL AROUNDS 
Feother cut style. 
Croquinoled.... ve. 
Mixed grey ...... 


> HUMANIA'S 
OPEN PART 
GLAMOUR 


Gives real 
natural ap- 
pearance. 
a4 Has double 
Py wavy human 
hair 18°‘ long. 
Easily attached. 
Made extra heavy. 
Comb front hair into it to 
make your own part. 
Very low price....10.95 
Mixed grey 13.95 
















\ hee? j 
eed 
Se 


Style 
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POODLE CUT 

;lamorous look- 
g, with feather 
Encircles 
tire head.$24.50 


No. 





PAGE BOY 


wide, reaches 


25 Extra heavy 2.95 





— Cluster 
BARGAIN CHIGNON Curl 
Large. Has nylon 
net. Glamorous. 
large size.. 


Mixed grey $3.75 Mixed grey 13.95 


$2.75 


. that you can comb, set and style 
Made of 
Colors:—black, off-black, dark brown, mixed grey. 
Satisfaction is guaranteed or your money 


real human hair. 






No. 1460. BOB WIG. 
Miss Personality. Flatter- 
ing, smart looking. Choice 
part either side or center. 
Hand made weft. $24.50 
Mixed grey..$29.50 


BANG STYLE TOPPER 
Adds charm and new beavu- 
ty. Specially designed for 
apa _ in hair on 
POP. oe ccccccces $14.95 





A Di i 
popular.....only $3.50 






GLAMOUR STYLE 


Bang Style Glamour Half wig, No. 675X 


Adds charm. Nat- 


Has appearance of ya} looking. Has 
wig as it covers en- 
tire head. Extra 
Mixed grey $29.50 heavy.... 
Mixed grey.. 


part. Covers the 
entire head. 

Very smart $17.50 
13.95 Mixed grey $22.50 


é 
GLAMOUR 
Covers entire head 
only $10.95 


Write today for 1959 HUMANIA 
booklet, a colorful collection show- 
ing latest styles of Wigs and Hair- 


pieces. 


AUMANIA 


HAIR CO 


Dept. 10-T 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
a aa 





AS 


f you suffer asthma attacks, choke and wheeze, find 


MA 


eep impossible because of the struggle to breathe ... 
FRONTIER ASTHMA MEDICINE now! Get immediate. 
essed relief from the dreaded symptoms of bronchial 


thma. 


Over 1,000,000 bottles sold—FREE TRIAL boftle 


return mail. You pay nothing. Send name and address 


ow to 


FRONTIER ASTHMA CO. 928-A, Frontier Bidg., 
Street, Buffalo 1, N.Y. 




















I Gambled For Happiness 


(Continued from Page 37) 


the bus. All I wanted was to get home. To 
crawl into bed and never. never have to see 
anyone again. 


But I couldn’t go home! I couldn’t face 


Bill! And then I thought of Sam. He’d 
have to help me. I’d expose him if he 
didn’t— 


Like someone in a dream I transferred 
and caught the bus for Sam’s. For an in- 
stant he seemed startled to see me. “Wasn't 
exactly expecting you. Sweetie,” he leered. 

“I—TI lost!” I hadn’t meant to break 
down, but before I could stop I was bawl- 
ing like a baby. “I lost everything we 
had!” I repeated on a convulsive sob. 
“You’ve got to help me—” 

“Well now ain’t that just bad!” 
Sam’s voice was hard. “What do you mean, 
I’ve got to help you?” 

“Our money’s all gone—” my voice trail- 
ed off at the look in his eyes. 

And then with an evil grin he said. “Now 
maybe I can help you—if it’s money you 
want.” 

“T want mine back.” I screamed at him. 
“The money you made me lose!” I looked 
at him helplessly. “Please. Sam. I can’t 
go home—I’ve got to put that money back 
—” T was shaking, talking in a frenzy, 
scarcely knowing what I was saying. 

“Okay. Sweetie.” Sam said with a smirk. 
“How about a nice boy friend for tonight!” 

“A—Oh, no! No!” I cried out in horror 
as I realized what he meant. 

“You need money .’ I shuddered as 
Sam went on. “If you’re kind Joe’ll give 
you money—he’s rich.” 

“My husband!” “T—” 

“Your husband won’t be happy when 
he knows you stole that money.” 
at me. 

“T didn’t steal—” 
was mine, too.” 


too 


I gasped. 
Sam shot 


I flashed back. “It 
“So! Then why worry?” he gave a mirth- 
less chuckle. 
I knew then how a trapped animal feels 
-beaten back into a corner from which 
there is no escape. facing its tormentor. 
Wanting to tear him to bits. 
“No!” I screamed. “Never!” 





kraut with 1 small chopped onion, 1 
chopped apple, 3 cloves, Y tsp. caraway 
seed and 3 tbsps. brown sugar. Cover ribs 
with kraut mixture, then top with rest of 
ribs. Sprinkle with salt, pepper and pap- 
rika, Add a little water if sauerkraut seems 
dry. Cover pan and bake in a 325°F. oven 
for 1 hour. Uncover and cook another half 
hour. 


Somehow I got down the stairs, to 
corner for my bus. But all the way home|f 
cringed back in the corner of my sey 
shame washing over me, panic shaking » 
until my teeth chattered. I rode past » 
transfer point and was late getting hom 


A SI NEARED the house Sue Ann cary 
: running. “Oh, Mama! Timmy. He; 
hurt.” 

“Thank God you’re here.” Marion saij 
as she ran up and put her arms about m 
“Timmy’s in the hospital.” 

“What happened?” I managed to whis 
per. Everything was whirling about » 
again. 

“Take it easy.” Marion said. 
you out. Bill’s there.” 

It was Bill who told me, his voice brea. 
ing, that Timmy had been struck by a ca 
And then he turned on me: “Where wer 
you? What was Timmy doing down by tk 
freeway?” And then almost coldly—{ 
think I know—I heard Marion trying 
call—” 

A little cry of terror escaped me. “Oh 
no!” 

“Tt was a truck!” Bill went on heavih 
accusingly. Cold sweat broke out over m 
A truck! A heavy—I didn’t dare to pu 
the pieces together, to let the picture 0 
that frail little body under truck whee: 
take hold of my mind. If I'd been homei 
never would have happened! 

“Mr. Coleman.” A tall, grave-eyed ma 
stood before us. 

“This is Dr. Carter,” Bill introduced us 

“Bad—for such a little fellow,” I hear 
Dr. Carter say through a fog of pain. || 
heard snatches of words—Concussion— 
operation.” 

“Please. may we see him?” 
managed the question. 

Dr. Carter nodded, and we followed hin 
to a tiny room at the end of the corridor.! 
stepped to the high bed and looked down 


at my child. Bandages swathed him, and 


“Tl driv 


Somehow | 


his eyes were closed. For an awful seconi | 


I thought he wasn’t breathing. 


A nurse brought me a chair and I don} 


know how long I sat there, tears streaming 
down my face, the voices and smells of the 
hospital washing about me—praying as I'd 
never prayed before. “Please God. don! 
let him die!” Over and over. 

“Come.” Bill reached a hand under m 
arm. I bent and touched my lips to Tim 
my’s bandaged head and turned away. 

Dr. Carter was waiting. “We'd like 
call in a specialist,” he said gravely. “Shall 
I wire Dr. Willetts?” 

In horrified silence I listened to Bills 
reply. “Of course—anything. We_ have 





some money put away.” 
That night [ went through my own par 
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par- 


ticular bit of hell. I knew I'd have to tell 
gill! But I couldn’t, I couldn’t face the 
grief in Bill’s good, honest face when he’d 
jnow about me! He'd despise me. I 
yished that I could die! Or run away. But 
[couldn’t. Timmy was here—gravely in- 
jured because of my neglect. Even though 
rd been wicked I was still Timmy’s moth- 
er, and he needed me. too. 

Finally I found the words, dragging 
them out heavily. “Bill, there isn’t any 
money in our savings,” I said, my voice 
empty. “I’ve been going to the races—I 
lost it—all of it!” 

At first Bill just stared at me as though 
he didn’t understand. “You—did that!” 
His voice was suddenly hard, and for a 
cond there was such torment in his eyes 
that it broke my heart. 

“['m sorry—” I touched his arm. 

“Sorry!” He shook off my hand as 
though I were something evil. And he just 
stood there rubbing his hand across his 
forehead as if in pain. Then with a sound 
that was like a sob he turned and walked 
away. 

There was just one thing I could do. It 
came to me as I sat stunned and alone dur- 
ing the long hours before the dawn. And 
then I heard a voice—Marion’s: “Pam. 
wake up.” I must have fallen into an ex- 
hausted sleep. 

“Marion—I must get to the hospital!” I 
told her. “Right now.” 

In Dr. Carter’s office I lost no time in 
explaining why I’d come. “Dr. Carter,” I 
tried to keep my voice from breaking, “I 
was at the races yesterday when Timmy 
was hurt. I’ve been going, and betting— 
and yesterday I lost the last of our sav- 
ings—every cent we had in the world—” I 
didn’t try to spare myself. “But Timmy’s 
got to have his operation!” I cried out 
desperately. “I°ll work—-scrub floors—any- 
thing. Maybe I could work here at the 
hospital.” I looked into his kind face. 
“You must help me. Doctor!” I pleaded. 
wringing my hands. “Timmy’s got to have 
the best.” 

He raised his hand to silence me. “We 
have called Dr. Willetts.” he said wearily. 
“He’s due here now.” 

“And he’ll operate—even if we have no 
money!” I asked pitiously. 

“Yes,” was the curt reply. 

“May I see Timmy?” I 
pounding through me. 

“Not now. Please wait in the lounge,” 
Dr. Carter said. And I thought his voice 
sounded cold. 

I don’t know how long I sat huddled by 
the window, staring outside, seeing nothing. 
No one came, no one spoke to me. Where 
was Bill? I choked back a scream and dug 
my nails into the palms of my hands until 
they bled. Oh, why had I been such a fool! 
Wanting things—selfish! And now—be- 
cause I’d wanted too much—I had nothing! 
Maybe not even those I loved more than 
life itself, 

And then Bill walked through the door, 
his face tight and remote. He hates me, I 





asked, relief 


thought again. “Timmy?” I asked, dread- 
ing what I might hear. 

Bill just shook his head. And there was 
such suffering in his eyes that I couldn’t 
bear to look. 

“Oh, Bill!” 
“Don’t hate me. 
Timmy, 

Before Bill could reply a nurse’s 
beckoned. “Mr. Coleman.” 

I rose. “No,” she said to me. “Not now.” 

So I sat alone again. I thought Id suf- 
fered before. but the next few minutes 
were like a jumbled nightmare. “I can’t 
stand it. not knowing,” I cried out through 
clenched teeth. I paced the floor—and 
time seemed to stand still. And then Bill 
was back. his arms about me. 

“The operation is finished,” he said 
zently, hope sounding in his voice for the 
first time. “We can’t see him until tonight. 
I’m taking you home now.” 

Slow painful tears fell down my cheeks 
as we drove out to our shabby little house. 
And a thankfulness welled up in my heart 
that was almost a pain. Timmy had 
come through. He was living! And Bill 
didn’t despise me—yet. 

That night I told him about Sam. My 
words tumbled out muffled sobs. “I 
know now how wrong I was—how wrong 
I’ve always been.” I told Bill humbly. “To 
want so many things, to think things were 
so important I broke off. “But I had to 
tell you everything!” 

“Tt was right you should,” Bill 
quietly. “And now we must try to forget.” 
His arms were about strong and re- 
assuring. 

‘And you don’t despise me?” 
huskily. “You can forgive me!” 

“T love you.” was the swift reply. “May- 
be I’m a little to blame, I guess I 
never understood how much pretty things 
His voice trailed 


sob broke in my throat. 
I was to blame. but I love 


too!” 
aide 


too. 


on 


said 
me 


asked 


too. 
mean to a woman.” 
sadly. 

3ut I know that the blame for what I did 
And I know that 


can 


off 


is mine—-and mine alone. 
I'll never be weak again. 


God has been good! Better than I de- 


serve. I’ve learned how wonderful folks 
can be when you’re in trouble. And that’s 
everything—knowing that we never stand 


alone. 

Timmy is home now. Bill and I are both 
working harder than we ever did before. 
He’s doing overtime to cut down the bills as 
I’m scrubbing and clean- 
while the 
savings 


fast as possible. 
ing at the hospital, mornings. 
kids are in school, to replace the 
in the bank. 

I am deeply grateful for all our bless- 
ings. But often in the still hours of the 
night I wonder if I can ever forgive myself 
for the suffering I caused Bill—and for the 
awful thing that happened to Timmy. 

It has been a bitter, heart-breaking les- 
son, but I believe I’ve learned it well. I am 
rich in love! And never again will I want 
to possess just things—for I know now that 
they are not the material from which true 


THE END 


happiness is built. 
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IT COVERS GRAY HAIR 





Wm. J. Brandt's 


LIQUID 


EAU 


DENNA 
HAIR 
COLORER 


will cover gray 
hair in 10 to 30 
minutes so that 
you would 
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It uid. 
Fs n e application 


it. 
ANYONE, “CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME 
YOU SAVE TIME AND MONEY 
ot 





yl 

itt NOT. TURN THE HAIR. REDDISH 
It a not rub It stays on several months. 
Shampooing, sea thing, sun, “ye ——— 
curling or A ie. iron—no: takes of, 
‘ou can cover any gray no matter ‘Sw a or 


bres | for Touching U 
ond ouc 
You can put it on rtd. where By = | (a 
over we 3 = he 

used. not b break the hair DO 
FERe witn Mg ay — 
in each box 1 A. - ish and Spanish AUTION: 
%. di label.’* Colors: 

um Town, Light oe. . 

Gn ordering please state color 
box, $3 cash with order or $3.45 ©.o.D. 
Federal tax). Order ro lepartmen 
druggist from . Give full local address. 
back if not entirely satisfied 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. T-10, 112 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y. 


Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage. 
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SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIE 

ae and WEDDING RINGS 
s, r set 

2 rings 
* You’ A) love these rings—the simulated 
nds like a ‘‘million dol- 
2 ip Na sparkle with many stones. 
IONEY. Pay postman only 


a 1, 


Vear 
ys. If not pleased return 

Yhite or yellow gold 

_— effect . Rosa oo mount 


Both rings for $1.98 30 Church St., Dent Risk = York 7, N.Y 


) TO CLAMOUR-EYES YOU ¢ 


“MAMBO” 
Medalo Bop #220 


Styled differently for 
the uninhibited with 
a flare for the new 
creative spirit of life. 
Choice of clear or 
tinted lenses. 


$32 





















Protective Not Corrective 


Send for the free booklet showing sweet 
and sassy bops. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. YG-10 Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research, This 
information and directions will help you become 
more cag vag word and bow) greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
REFUNDED. Just send your name and address. Pay on 
delivery $2.00 plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 
money order and I will pay postage 
FREE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-M 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N.Y. 
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I Deserved His Scorn 


(Continued from page 23) 


never too tired to flash me a smile and say, 
“Hi, Laurie. Be seeing you one of these 
days.” 

Did that mean a date? I kept my fingers 
crossed. Imagine, seventeen, and I’d never 
had a date! Not that I didn’t have oppor- 
tunities. But I wasn’t dating the kind of 
guys that asked me. 


WELL. THE unbelievable happened. 
Walt asked me for a date! I was wait- 
ing for a bus to take me home when he 
happened to drive by in the laundry truck. 
“Hi, kid, want a lift?” he asked. 

I still only half believed it even after I'd 
climbed up into the seat beside him. I felt 
like pinching myself to make sure I wasn’t 
dreaming. I hated to have him see the 
shack I lived in, but he insisted on driving 
me right up to the door. “Thanks a mil- 
lion,” I said, trying to hide my embarrass- 
ment. 

His hand kept on holding mine even 
after he’d helped me down from the truck. 
He smiled into my eyes. “How about din- 
ner and a show tomorrow, Laurie? Say, 
call for you about six?” 

“Why that would be swell, Walt,” I re- 
plied, hoping my excitement didn’t show. 

I felt like I was dancing on a cloud as 
! hurried into the house. I wanted to blurt 
out my news to Mama. but she was wearily 
trying to fix supper with a crying baby 
in her arms. What else could I do but take 
over? Maybe tomorrow after I’d shopped 
for my outfit and she wasn’t too tired to 
listen, I’d tell her. 

Half an hour later I had the hungry 
brood seated around the table, gobbling up 
the spaghetti and meat balls I dished out. 
Everyone was there but Silas. “Where’s 
Papa?” I asked. 

Mama shrugged despondently. Ginny 
broke in, “I saw him go into the saloon 
when I was coming home from school.” 

So he was on another binge! Poor 
\Viama. How much longer would she be 
ible to take it? 

He still hadn’t gotten home by the time 
I'd washed the dishes and helped Mama 
put the kids to bed. By then I was about 
all in myself. I tumbled into bed beside 
Ginny, without even taking time to count 
my hidden hoard. Anyhow. why bother 
counting it? I knew to the last cent how 
much I had. 

Next morning it made my heart ache to 
see how tired and worn and miserable 
Mama looked. “Listen, Mama.” I began, 
when I heard Silas stumbling about his 
room and swearing when he bumped into 
anything. He was always in a fiendish 
temper when he woke up with a hangover. 
[ decided it would be smarter to keep out 
of his My news could wait until I 
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way. 








got back from downtown. Luckily it was 
Saturday so I could spend the whole day 
shopping if I felt like it. 

I rushed through my chores and hurried 
to my room. My heart was thumping with 
excitement as I pulled open the bureau 
drawer and groped for the envelope I’d 
hidden. At last—at last—at last, I thought. 
But for some reason I couldn’t find it in 
the usual place. In sudden panic I jerked 
out the drawer and dumped its contents on 
the bed. Feverishly I searched through 
everything twice, but no sign of that pre- 
cious envelope. 

I turned sick to my stomach and sweat 
broke out all over me. Could I possibly 
have put it in another drawer by mistake? 
But my frantic search revealed nothing but 
faded, ragged clothes and all the junk a 
kid of ten collects. 

“Ginny!” I screamed, hearing her voice 
outside the window. “Come here—at once!” 

She came running. I grabbed her by the 
shoulders and shook her until her teeth 
rattled. “Did you take anything out of my 
drawer? Tell me the truth or PH—T1.. .” 

She looked scared to death. “You're 
hurting me. Laurie.” she whimpered. I 
didn’t go near your drawer. But I saw 
Papa rummaging through it.” 

Silas! So that’s where he got the money 
to go on a bender. My money that I’d spent 
so long saving up! A second later I faced 
him in the kitchen where Mama was fixing 
coffee for him. “Give me back the money 
you stole from me!” I shrieked. “It’s my 
money. I earned every cent of it.” 

He lumbered to his feet. “No one’s go- 
ing to call me a thief.” His enormous hand 
reached out and slapped my face—hard. 
“Take that. you little hellcat! As long as 
you live in this house everything you make 
is mine. Ever since you were a runny-nose 
kid I’ve kept a roof over your head and 
food in your belly—and I get called a thief 
for my pains. Ill teach you who’s boss 
here!” 

He held me with one hand and struck 
me. back and forth. back and forth, with 
the other. I struggled and kicked and bit 
until he pushed me away from him and I 
fell to the floor. Ma helped me up and told 
me to go wash my face. I licked my lips 
and tasted blood. Like a beaten animal I 
crawled back to my room. sobbing wildly. 

One glimpse of my swollen. battered face 
in the cracked mirror and I wanted to kill 
Silas. What good would the money do me 
now, even if he gave it to me? He had 
ruined everything. I didn’t care what hap- 
pened to me now. 

In a sort of mad frenzy I began to clean 
up. All I wanted was to get out of there. 
I neither knew nor cared where. I guess 
no one saw me rush out of the house, but 


they couldn’t have stopped me anyhoy,— After ¥ 
had less than five dollars in my purse, \ oss thi: 
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the same without a cent. I didn’t care jj want yo 
starved to death. I’d nothing left to jj, [met You 
for anyhow. but 1 was 
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W/ HERE I WENT that day L'IL neve jeave you 
know. All I remember is tramping My he 
street after street until I could hardly df eave 1 
one foot after the other. It began to py { still ha 
rain and I was wet to the skin. But I pif “Tye | 
no attention. “The cor 
When I became too weak to take anoth in North 
step I stopped at a little restaurant a mean a 
ordered coffee and a hamburger. I glancsf jgether. 
at the clock on the wall. Five o’clodf js the c 
With a start I remembered Walt wow} «Walt 
soon be on his way to pick me up. I simp i?” Im 
mustn’t let him go out to the house, [if “Of cc 
have to think up some excuse why [f ,an mal 
couldn’t keep the date. f we hu 
There was a pay phone in the restaf oyt any 
rant. I went into the booth and opened thf gay you 
telephone directory. I knew the named} {| coul 
the hotel where Walt stayed. But couldif Jipped 
get him. I wondered frantically. He migh} was ha 
be out—maybe on his way to pick me up} preathle 
With trembling fingers I dialed the nun} down. | 
ber. I went weak with relief when the clei} forward 
connected me with Walt’s room. “Wakf sweetne 
I’m terribly sorry.” I said, “but I worif | loved. 
be able to keep our date tonight. I’m—Top veddin 
not feeling well.” But | 
“That’s too bad. Laurie. sleepy- 
. ; _ and wil 
tomorrow night instead. rape 
“No, Walt: Pll probably spend tomo: night 
row in bed. Thanks all the same.” Wher a 
was I going to spend tomorrow—or tonight} jy mor 
for that matter? throat. 
“Well, Pll drop around tomorrow amy} | thous 
how to see how you are.” ofus h 
Suddenly I was panicky. “No, Walt, yu} I went 
mustn’t!” I cried. “You see—you see—'} tighten 
Then because I couldn’t go on I began) and ca 
bawl like a baby right into the phone. | 
could have died of embarrassment. W 
“T_aurie—what’s the matter? Where at) ~* W 
you? J’ll come right over.” I could tel} and w 
from his voice how worried he was. Tt was 
Maybe I was crazy but I told him th} but as 
name of the restaurant. I hated to hav} we we 
him see me looking that way, but I needei}_ it. 
him. I needed him like I’d never needif “I | 
anyone before. I went into the rest room} have ; 
and powdered my face. But it didn’t cove “Tr 
my black eye or the cut on my lip. ford | 
I'll never forget the stunned shock a) “It’s ; 
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Walt’s face when he saw me. He hurrielf, work 
me out to his car without a word. After bef conce 
had practically lifted me in he said, “Whi succe 
happened, Laurie? Did—did some guy- , mana 

I knew what he was thinking. “No, not fices 


ing like that. Walt.” I said. Then I we a i 


sobbing out the whole story. “Don’t make ling, 
me go back. Walt.” I pleaded when Tipp again 


finished. Al 


r . . ? j 
“You're not going back there—ever. bef ing 
said grimly. He drove until we came to! rs 
May 


drive-in. “We'll eat in the car.” he said. 


anyhow, ® after we'd been served he went on, “I 
purse, | this isn’t the most romantic setting 
GONE jul or a proposal, Laurie, but I love you and 
U care jf [want you to marry me. From the first day 
eft to jj [met you I knew you were the girl for me, 
but I was waiting until I had more to offer 
/ you, But after what’s happened, I can't | 
Pll neveh jegve you--not even for a day.” 
{ramping My head was going around in a whirl. 
rly dra “eave me? What do you mean, Walt? 
N to powky still have my job at the laundry.” 
but T pai ‘Tye been transferred.” he explained. 
“The company is opening a new plant up 
€ anothe® iy Northville, and I’m to be manager. It'll 
Tant af mean a lot of hard work, but we'll work 
T glance: together, darling, to make a success of it. 
_ O'clodf jy’s the chance of a lifetime.” 
It Wwoulf “Walt, you mean it—you really mean 
I simp) it?” I managed to gasp. 
use, Tif “Of course, I mean it, Laurie. Look. we 
why If -an make it across the state line tonight 
if we hurry. and we can be married with- 
> Festasf out any three-day delay. You'll have to 
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le mighf was happening so fast that it left me 
me up.} breathless. Yet somehow I felt a bit let 
he nun} down. Like any nice girl in love I looked 
he cleif forward to the romance and thrill and 
“Wap sweetness of being engaged to the man 
I won'f I loved. This seemed more like a shot-gun 
m—I;} wedding. 

But I changed my mind later after a 
sleepy-eyed judge had pronounced us man 
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and wife. and Walt had locked the door of 
cal the motel where we were to spend the 
Ie . . *. 
"P night. Gently. tenderly. he took me in his 
Wher 


“Ff arms. His lips trailed kisses from my eyes, 
onight my mouth, down to the little hollow in my 
throat. Then I was kissing him back until 
W any | thought my heart would burst. Neither 
of us had to say this was love—we knew it. 
It, yuf. I went weak with wanting him. His arms 
see—} tightened around me. Gently he lifted me 
gan ti} and carried me to our marriage bed . . . 

one, | 
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romance, but he had given me love and 
security. How unimportant a shabby little 
apartment seemed compared with that. 

After a hurried breakfast, Walt and I 
were usually on our way to the laundry by 
seven o'clock, though it didn’t open until 
eight. But Walt wanted to have everything 
in readiness so that the employees could 
start work promptly. At noon we snatched 
a quick lunch at a nearby cafeteria and 
hurried back on the job. No one else 
worked as hard as the manager and his 
wife. By quitting time I was about all in 
and ready for a rest. But Walt nearly al- 
ways had to return after supper to check 
up on the accounts. 

By the time he got home he was usually 
too tired to do anything but tumble into 
bed and sleep. That meant he hardly ever 
made love to me any more. And my heart 
was starved for love. I’d lie awake by his 
side tortured by strange. throbbing desires 
that Walt had aroused and only Walt could 
satisfy. It wasn’t that he was becoming 
indifferent to me, I knew. It was just that 
his job was too demanding. 

Between us, Walt and I made what 
seemed to me like wealth. I wanted to 
spend it on clothes, good times, a new car. 
But Walt had other ideas. “We've got to 
make out a budget, honey.” he explained. 
\ctually he had it all worked out already. 
So much for food, so much for rent, so 
much for clothes, so much for incidentals. 
‘And what’s over we'll deposit in a savings 
account until we have enough for a down 
payment on a home.” 

“But. Walt.” I protested. “I was plan- 
ning on sending Mama a little to help her 
out now that Silas is out of a job again. 
With all those kids to feed—” 

He banged his fist down on the table. 
‘Not if I have anything to say about it.” 
he shouted. It was the first time I’d seen 
him really mad. “She stood by and let him 
beat you up. And now she comes sniveling 
for the help she never gave you. You know 
is well as I do where our hard-earned 
money would end up. In a saloon!” 

[ turned away so that Walt wouldn’t see 
the tears that blinded me. Suddenly he 
reached out and drew me close to him. 
“I’m sorry if I hurt you, darling,” he whis- 
pered. “But I love you—I can’t bear to see 
you pushed around by that lazy bunch. 
You ought to be wise to them by now. As 
long as they can depend on you for a hand- 
out that drunken bum won’t work. You 
don’t owe them a thing—not a thing.” 

I guess Walt was right. I was just a sap. 
But, after all, I loved my mother. Every 
ence in a while, when I was able to save 
something out of my housekeeping money, 
[ sent it along to her with strict orders not 
to mention it when she wrote. 


K* )R THREE long years our life followed 

the same pattern. The laundry was mak- 
ng money, but still Walt wasn’t satisfied. 
He 
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was always planning innovations and 








improvements. It was about all he could 
talk about—that and the home we were 
saving for. Sure. I was crazy to have a 
home of our own. But I wanted some fun, 
to. Above all, I wanted a baby. 

“Honey, we'll have one just as soon as 
we can afford it.” he assured me. ‘We're 
both young. We’ll have time to have half 
a dozen if we feel like it.” Then his arms 
went around me and his kisses blotted out 
everything but our love for each other. 

For Walt did love me. I never doubted 
that. I didn’t blame him for wanting to 
get ahead. I knew from bitter experience 
what it meant to live from hand to mouth. 
But my heart longed for a normal married 
life with a home and children and a hus- 
band whose job wasn’t almost an obsession. 

Laurie, you dope, I told myself. you don’t 
know when you’re well off. I bet half the 
wives in town envy you. 

Of course. I wasn’t without friends. I 
had become acquainted with some of my 
neighbors. and we’d drop into each other’s 
apartments for a cup of coffee or an occa- 
sional game of bridge. Sometimes even 
Walt could be persuaded to play bridge 
Saturday evenings if he didn’t have some 
work to do at the plant. To add to the 
interest of the game we played for small 
stakes, and Walt was usually the one who 
gathered up the winnings. He _ played 
bridge like he did everything else: to win. 
I could tell the other guys weren’t too 
happy about it. 

Those sessions were fun, but there were 
still many long, lonely evenings to be en- 
dured. Once I had washed the dinner 
dishes there was nothing to do but read— 
or go to bed, for Walt refused to spend 
money on a TV set. “Wait until we move 
into our own home and we'll get a really 
good one.” he’d say. “The reception here 
is rotten.” 

W ait—wait—wait. I felt like screaming 
every time I heard that word. I wanted to 
live now—not in some far distant future. 

I got so that I’d spend the evening in the 
movie theater if I knew Walt would be 
working late. I always left a note to say 
where I was in case he got home before 
I did. If he did, I’d find him in bed sound 
asleep. He didn’t even stir when I crept 
in beside him. After watching the movie 
stars in a love story I was all shook up. I 
longed to waken Walt and feel the thun- 
dering of his heart against mine. I wanted 
to whisper. “Darling. can’t you be a hus- 
band and a lover. too?” But that was a 

laugh. Two minutes later he’d be snoring 
again. He just wasn’t the romantic type. 

It seemed like I’d have to keep on get- 
ting my romance secondhand by watching 
lovers on the screen. Once I became so 
absorbed in a love scene that I didn’t no- 
tice I had dropped my purse until a fellow 
in the seat next to me picked it up and 
handed it to me. I felt my face flush as I 
thanked him. I hoped he didn’t think it 
was a trick to attract his attention. 

Later. when the lights were turned on 


for the intermission, I could see tha 
was a good-looking guy. probably jn 
late twenties, with a faint. almost mock 
sruiile on his lips. During the intermisg 
we chatted for a couple of minutes aly 
the picture. Then because it was 59 ly 
he suggested a Coke. It seemed silly, 
make a fuss about a trifle like a Coke , 
I accepted. Over our Cokes he told me} 
was a salesman just arrived in town, ay 
expected to stay about a week. 

After the show. Rex, as he said his nap) 
was, offered me a lift home. “My cay! 
parked in the lot across the street.” he sjif 

A warning finger seemed to tan at 
brain but I shrugged it off. After all. it ya 
safer than walking home in the dark. fy 
I insisted on getting out at the end of ty 
block. “It’s a dead-end street.” T points 
out. “There’s no sense in driving jus; 
few yards and then having to turn hae 
But thanks anyhow.” 

“Well, why not take pity on a long 
guy, Laurie, and let me take you to tk 
Granada Theater tomorrow night?” he sy 
gested. 

If only I had said no! If only I ha 
heeded that warning signal! But the tem 
tation was too great. I had always wanted) 
go to the Granada but it was too far 
walk. They put on better shows there tha 
in our neighborhood theater. It was ; 
chance I might not get again. for Wat 
detested movies. 

“Sounds like fun,” I said. “Unless some 
thing unexpected turns up I'll be her 
about seven-thirty.” 

Then I was hurrying down the street 
wondering why my heart was beating » 
fast. I tiptoed into the apartment. I needn! 
have. Walt was still awake. 

“Don’t you ever get tired of those darnel 
movies?” he yawned. 

Before I was ready for bed—and hi 
arms and his kisses—he was sound asleep 


ALi” A DOZEN times next day I toll 
myself I’d forget about Rex and the 
Granada. Maybe Walt wouldn’t have t 
return to the laundry. Maybe we couli 
drop in at the Ross’s for a couple of hané: 
of bridge. Then home early and I'd ge 


into that glamorous looking negligee Ii} 


hought at a sale—Oh, skip it! 


Walt did have to go back to the laundry 


—and I did meet Rex at the end of th 


block. As Rex was helping me into the} 


car. I noticed a nosey old guy named Fole 
who lived in the apartment across the hall 
from ours. on his way up the street. He 
didn’t speak. I kept my fingers cross 
that he didn’t recognize me. 

At the show it bothered me a little tha! 
Rex draped his arm along the back of m 
seat. At first I sat up stiff and proper. Bul 
when the love scenes began I found mysel 
relaxing. I leaned back and the pressutt 
of his fingers on my shoulders sent such 
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preathing. It was madness, of course. 

[managed to pull myself together by the 
end of the show. When Rex suggested 
dopping somewhere on the way home for 
; drink I refused. “I’ve got to hurry.” I 
aid. “Walt may be home.” 

He looked at me quizzically. “Does that 
husband of yours step out every night?” 

4Oh, it’s not that.” I put in hastily. “It’s 
ust that he has to work,” 

“The same old alibi,” he grinned. “Say. 
why don’t you teach him a lesson? Let him 
ge you can have fun without him around. 
Veet me here Monday. same time. and 
well go places.” 

But I wouldn’t promise. I started to get 
out of the car when he leaned over and his 
lips brushed mine in a teasing, tantalizing 
kiss, “I'll be seeing you, baby,” he said. 

“Don’t count on it,” T laughed. IT rushed 
home so fast I was still breathless when 
[reached the apartment. While IT was fum- 
bling in my purse for my key I thought 
[ noticed old Foley’s door open a crack. 
But I guess it was just my guilty con- 
science, When I looked again the door was 
tight shut. 

I was in bed by the time Walt came in. 
‘Boy, am I tired!” he yawned. climbing 
in beside me. 

I crept into his arms. “Walt. why can’t 
we have some fun together once in a 
while? Look. Monday’s my birthday. Let’s 
go out somewhere to celebrate. Let’s for- 
get about that damned laundry for once.” 

“Okay, hon,” he said sleepily. “Ill take 
the evening off and we'll go out dining and 
dancing. What do you want for a birthday 
sift?” 

“Just you. darling—just you,” I whis- 
pered. 

But I don’t think he heard me. His eyes 
were closed and his arms went limp. With 
asigh I turned on my other side and began 
to dream of the thrill of dining and danc- 
ing with Walt. and of the sweet ecstasy of 
shared love later. 


()% SUNDAY I washed my hair and set 

it. I pressed my prettiest dress and 
tinsed my hose. Next morning before we 
left for work I laid out on the bed what I 
was going to wear. After a quick shower 
after I got home it wouldn’t take me long 
to dress. I didn’t want to keep Walt wait- 
ing. 

All day at work I felt like singing, I 
was so excited. happy. radiant. All be- 
cause | was having a date—a date with 
my own husband! 

That was a laugh. For shortly before 
closing time Walt came over to me and 
said, “I’m terribly sorry. hon; I just got 
word that the district manager is to be here 
tomorrow to make an inspection of the 
plant. That means I'll have to stay until 
midnight probably to get everything in 
order. I hate to disappoint you. but- 

“Oh, forget it,” I said in a dull. leaden 


ie “ . ° 
vere. “T know how important your job 


is.” What I meant was—how much more 
important than your wife. 

At first when I reached home and saw 
my clothes laid out on the bed I felt like 
bawling. One more dream that didn’t come 
true! Then I got mad. I'd be darned if 
I'd sit twiddling my thumbs in this stink- 
ing apartment on my birthday. I didn’t 
have to. I’d get dressed and meet Rex. If 
he didn’t show up I'd go to the movies 
alone. 

Half an hour later, all dressed up in my 
party clothes. I was hurrying down the 
hall when I passed old Foley. He eyed me 
sharply, but all he said was, “Good eve- 
ning, Laurie.” IT waved at him and kept on 
going. 

At the end of the block I glanced around 
nervously, wondering if Rex was there, and 
half hoping he wasn’t. But his car was 
parked in the usual spot. He got out and 
held the door open for me. “I knew you'd 
come.” he remarked with that derisive 
smile of his. 

He drove along a winding road until we 
came to a cafe and cocktail lounge where 


there was soft music. shaded lights and 


dancing. The head waiter bowed and 
showed us to a table. Could this be me. 
that no-account Haney girl. dining and 


dancing in this high-toned joint! TI lost 
count of how many cocktails I had. I for- 
got my bitter disappointment—I lost all 
track of time. All I knew was that Rex’s 
touch as we danced was like liquid fire 
running through my blood. 

First thing I knew it was closing time. 
“Gosh. T should have been home 
hours ago!” T cried in a panic, though I 
knew Walt was probably asleep in bed and 
would never know what time I'd got in. 
“Hurry. Rex. hurry! 

But Rex seemed in no particular hurry. 
He let the other cars pass us up on their 


2 a.m. 


” T urged. 


way home and then he swerved the car to 
He 


He tipped up my 


a stop under some trees. reached out 
and pulled me to him. 
face and his mouth came down on mine 
in a mad, smothering kiss. ““You’re going 
to be good to me. aren’t you. baby.” he said 
hoarsely. 

“No, no Rex.—we mustn’t!” I was still 
woozy from the effects of the liquor, but I 
hadn’t completely lost control of myself- 
yet. “I couldn’t do that to Walt.” 

“What do you suppose he’s been doing 
all those nights he’s been ‘working late’?” 
he taunted. “Look, you’re a normal woman. 
You need love. fulfillment, all the thrills 
Baby. let me 
teach you the secrets of making love.” 

I tried to fight him off. But under the 
pressure of his lips and of his seeking 
hands suddenly I felt a wild. surging tide 


a man can give a woman. 


rush through me—not love. not tenderness, 


just a crazy flood of desire. 
Afterwards. my flesh burned where his 
My body shook 


with shame and humiliation. I didn’t be- 
lieve I could ever feel clean again. A 


hands had caressed me. 
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the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 
natural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many roven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL is such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
an ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
many DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
CRIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
annoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
strength tar formula. Write for this DOCTOR’S 
GENUINE SCALP FORMULA now. It will be 
sent to you all mixed and ready to use. USE 
IT FOR 7 DAYS, and if you are not satisfied, 
your money back. Pay only $1.59 on delivery. 
This includes everything. Don’t pay a penny 
more. You get it with full directions. Use the 
finest MEDICATED SCALP FORMULA your 
money can buy. Your hair and scalp deserve 
fine care. Just send your name and address to 
—GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC. 
Dept. YC-10, Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
NOTE:—- THIS FORMULA earries a 100% 
written money back guarantee. 





No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 


previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
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will give you that wonderful feeling 
all over. This powerful perfume can 
give you that extra push with a man 
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LEARN, in spare time... : 


easy way. 
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for FREE Book with sample lesson. No 
obligation. Also training in N. ¥. 
School. Accredited Sc*ool NHSC. AF- 
PROVED FOR VETERANS. 
UPHOLSTERY TRADES SCHOOL 
Dept. HR-101-10, 721 B'way, N. Y. 3. 








« Tous 
wits cousse: 











strangled moan came through my tight 
throat. “What are we going to do, Rex— 
oh, what are we going to do?” I cried. 

“We're going to try and make it home 
before daylight,” he said smoothly. 

Too late I recognized Rex for what he 
a wolf on the prowl. By tomorrow 
he'd likely be in another town, on the 
look-out for another victim. And I—Id 
be left with guilt-haunted memories for the 
rest of my life. 

Now it seemed like he could hardly wait 
to get rid of me. He dropped me off at the 
usual corner and a second later was speed- 
ing into the darkness. And I stood there 
alone. shivering and wondering sickly if 
[ had any right to go back to Walt. Would 
I have to confess my sin to him? If I 
didn’t. could I keep on living with my 
guilty secret? Oh, I needed time to think 
this thing through. Maybe by tomorrow 
night... 


was— 


T DRAGGED MYSELF to the apartment. 
But when I turned the key in the door 
a grim-faced Walt met me. I shrank back 
from the accusing glare in his eyes. What 
did he suspect? Why had he waited up 
ior me? 

He grabbed my shoulders and his nails 
bit into my flesh. “What have you been 
doing out until this hour of the night?” 
he demanded. “Who’s the guy you’ve been 
with?” 

“What guy? What do you mean, Walt?” 
I gasped. 

“Cut out the innocent act! Three times 
you've been seen getting in or out of the 
same guy’s car!” 

Old Foley, 1 thought numbly. Stricken 
speechless. all I could do was stare word- 
lessly at Walt. 

He held me at arm’s length and his eyes 
swept over my disarranged clothing. He 
flung me from him so furiously I fell to the 
floor. “You’re nothing but trash—just like 
the rest of that bunch of bums I saved 
you from. Why should I work every wak- 
ing minute to provide you with a home and 
a secure future? I was fool enough to trust 
you—to think you loved me—” his voice 
broke. 

I crept on my knees to his feet. “Walt, 
kick me—break every bone in my body— 
and still I'll love you. Oh, I wish I could 
make you understand. I wasn’t responsi- 
ble—I’d been drinking . . .” 

He bent over and jerked me to my feet. 
“Why did you do it, Laurie, why—why?” 
he asked hoarsely. 

“Oh, Walt, I wish to God I knew why. 
| guess I was so sick with disappointment 
! couldn’t think straight. Anything seemed 
better than sitting twiddling my thumbs 
all evening. so I decided to go to a show. 
rhen when this guy suggested having din- 
ner with him it seemed like fun. I swear 
[ had no idea how the night would end up. 
[ guess it was partly the liquor. and partly 
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—oh, I just can’t explain. All I know is 
that I never intended it to happen—but 
something came over me—something I 
couldn’t control—and—” I buried my 
shamed face in my hands. 

Walt stopped his frenzied pacing and 
faced me. “You swear it was the first 
time?” he asked through clenched teeth. 

I clasped my hands as if in prayer. “I 
swear by the thing I hold more precious 
than anything in the whole world—our love 
—that it was the first time. and that it will 
be the last.” Dear God, let him believe me, 
I prayed frantically. “If you can only for- 
give me. Walt .. .” 

Trembling. I waited for what seemed 
an eternity. Then Walt held out his arms 
and I crept into them. He didn’t kiss me: 
the wound was still too raw. But he had 
forgiven me. Life was too short to prove 
myself worthy of his love and forgiveness. 


UT IT’S not easy to gather up the loose 
ends of your life and go on as if noth- 
ing had happened. I guess I should have 
been happier because Walt now spent more 
time with me. He didn’t work as late as he 
used to, and he took me out oftener. He 
even began to attend our bridge club regu- 
larly. 

But somehow things were different be- 
tween us. I began to fear they never would 
be the same. Sure Walt had forgiven me, 
but he didn’t seem able to forget. I'd catch 
him trying to listen in on my telephone 
conversations. He acquired a habit of drop- 
ping in on me unexpectedly if he happened 
to be working late, or else calling up every 
now and then to check up on me. What 
was worse. he was gruff and sometimes 
even insulting in front of others. It made 
me shrivel up with embarrassment when I 
saw the meaningful glances that passed 
between the girls at the bridge parties. 

He rarely kissed me any more. and if 
he did it was just a peck on the cheek. 
As for love-making—if I was starved for it 
before. now I dreaded it. It wasn’t love any 
more. He took me only when his need for 
a woman became uncontrollable. and in 
the darkness there was more violence than 
tenderness. 

But I took it all without a murmur. It 
was only by suffering that I could get rid 
of my terrible sense of guilt. I was sub- 
missively serving my sentence. 

But did it have to be a life sentence? 
Was I going to spend the rest of my life 
groveling at Walt’s feet because of one 
mistake? 


S I LAY on the bed after Belle left. her 

words set me thinking. Maybe she had 
something. Maybe I hadn’t any guts in not 
standing up for my rights as a wife and 
a human being. Maybe I had been wallow- 
ing in the satisfaction of suffering for my 
sin, just like people long ago used to do 
penance by lashing themselves until the 


blood came. I had repented of my sin g 
been forgiven. Why should I keep on bei, 
punished ? 

Suddenly my mind was made up. I wag) 
going to take it any more! I got up aj 
glanced at myself in the mirror. What, 
mess! Quickly I changed into Walkt’s {, 
vorite dress, put on fresh make-up, apj 
brushed my hair until it shone. I ya 
nervously pacing the floor when Walt can, 
in. He looked suspiciously at me, as mu 
as to say why was I all dolled up, 4 
thought you’d be in bed.” he remarked, 

“T waited up for you,” I said. I took, 
deep breath. “Walt, we can’t go on lik 
this. We’re both miserably unhappy. We'y 
got to do something about it—we’ve simp) 
got to.” 

“Do we have to go into this again? 
he asked irritably. “I told you I'd forgive 
you.” 

“You’ve forgiven me but you haven} 
forgotten. You don’t trust me—and with 
out trust love dies little by little. You gp 
on me—you suspect me—you insult me jp 
front of my friends. I’ve made up my mind 
Walt. I’m not going to take it any mor 
Now that your business is established ym 
don’t need my help any more. You—yo 
don’t need me.” 

I choked up. I pressed my two hand 
over my mouth to smother the sobs | 
couldn’t control. 

Walt was staring at me in the strangey 
way. His face was twisted like he was in 
agony. and his eyes were two dark pook 
of misery. In a couple of strides he was 
across the room and his arms were pres 
ing me close. 

“But I do need you. Laurie.” he whis 


pered brokenly. “Oh. honey. what has hap} 
pened between us? I’m more to blam | 


than you. You don’t know how I’ve loathed 
myself for hurting you, but I couldn’t seem 
to stop. Some devil seemed to be egging 
me on. Deep down inside I realized it wa: 
through my neglect of you so as to make: 
success of my business that you’d gotten 
into trouble. But I wouldn’t admit it even 


to myself. I had to take out my feeling o! 


guilt on you. Can you ever forgive me?” 

I thought my heart would burst with 
love. “Darling, I’ve already forgiven you- 
and forgotten.” Tears of happines 
streamed down my cheeks. 

He didn’t speak. I guess he couldn’ 
But his kiss told me all my heart hungered 
to hear. We had both made mistakes ani 





caused each other suffering. But our love 
had survived. I'll never cease thanking Gol 
for that. 

Now, almost a year later, we are in ow 
own lovely little home. I no longer wor 
in the laundry, and Walt has the den fixel 


up as an office so that if there’s work thal [ 


must be attended to, he doesn’t have t 


leave me alone evenings. You see. a fev} 


months from now I’m planning to gité 
Walt the most wonderful, the most preciow 
Christmas gift in the whole world—a child. 

THE END 
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on beat Hollywood To Harlem 
 T wasp! (Continued from Page 8) 
; UD anf 
eel singer Johnny Nash, who plays the 
UP, ay jad in the motion picture Take A Giant 
I wag SUP has already signed the dotted line 
alt cam for an important role in another movie. the 
as mua} MGM production of Key Witness. Both 
up. 4 gre straight acting parts, To date his man- 
arked. | agers are not allowing any dramatic train- 
I took fing because he’s a natural. 
on lik ' 
y. Wey On the other hand, Ralph Mathis, 
> simph brother of singing star Johnny Mathis, has 
sven up the singing bit and is studying 
again?” dramatics in preparation for an acting 
forgive} career. He has been appearing in summer 
stock on the west coast. 
haven’ 
d wi} Bouquets to Sam Goldwyn, pro- 
‘ou spf ducer of the motion picture Porgy And 
t mein} Bess who states that Sidney Poitier is 
y ming} “the finest actor who has come along in my 
- mor | time—white, black, brown, any color.” 
ed yu | After his run with the Broadway play, 
u—yo | Raisin’ In The Sun Sidney does All The 
; Young Men with Alan Ladd, then he’ll 
han co-star with Spencer Tracy in The Devil At 
sobs [J 4 0’Clock. 
ange} Singer. Billy Eckstine, who had a 
was pf band of his own back in 1944, is getting the 
pook old gang together again for a special re- 
e wap Cording date with him. Such big names as 
pres Dizzy Gillespie, Miles Davis, Sonny Stitt 
~ — and Art Blakey were members of the Eck- 
whic stine unit, as was the late Charlie Parker. 
sha) 4 full-voiced sacred choir is backi 
A full-voiced sacred choir is backing 
blame Ed Townsend’s newest hit, This Little Love 
ated Of Mine. In addition to vocalizing, Ed 
seem | wrote the tune and also conducted the or- 
egin: chestra and chorus. 
it was 
ake:} An oh-so-rich and titled Italian lady 
rotten | flipped over Johnny Barracuda while he 
even} was in Rome as house guest at the villa of 
nga} fabulous Count Orsini. Johnny is the Trini- 
9” dad balladeer who entertains nightly at 
with} New York’s African Room where he is a 
ou-} teat favorite with visiting noblemen who 
on dig him the most. 
dni. | Eddie Cole, he’s Nat’s brother, has 
ered a running part in the “Bourbon Street” TV 
and series. He plays a character called “the 
rm Baron.” Brother Nat, who will probably 
Col have his own TV spectacular in the fall, 
has just been honored by the Catholic 
“- — Club of Venezuela. He did several 
“a — performances for homeless boys in 
ee at country during a recent South Amer- 
xed ican tour. 
that f 
2 WE Jackie Robinson’s inter-office tele- 
fen phone number at Chock Full O’ Nuts (he’s 
4 vice-president of the New York food chain 
ious since retiring from baseball) is 42—the 
ild f same number he sported on his Brooklyn 
ND uniform for ten years. , 
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Ends Perspiration Odor 


Improved “Skin Success” Soap now can do 
more than ever to help clear your skin 
and make it sweeter, fresher, nicer to be 
near! Used daily, it sweeps away odor- 
forming bacteria...actually stops per- 
spiration odors, not just covers them up! 
Something wonderful happens when you 
work up that rich, creamy foam on your 
skin for 3 magic minutes every day. As 
the gentle, deep-acting medication gets 
down to your pores, you get 
the happy feeling youareon 
the road to the lovely “skin 
appeal” of your dreams. 
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that it keeps on holding back the odor- 
forming germs. What’s more, the effect 
gets better with every bath, as your skin 
“builds up” the protection—your insur- 
ance of appealing personal daintiness. 


A Lovelier Complexion Too 
“Skin Success” Soap also helps you ward 
off ugly pimples and blemishes that are 
spread by surface skin germs. You will 
thrill to the look of a clearer, lovelier 
skin, and the stimulated feeling that it 
is more alive and healthy. 





Dragged Down by Upset Skin? 


“SKIN SUCCESS” OINTMENT gives fast, 
blessed relief from the itching misery of 
eczema, tetter, aggravated rashes and 
many nagging skin troubles. 
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Feel Neglected ? 


Do you feel shy, left alone... 
pushed aside by that ‘‘other woman’”’ 
who seems to be the center of at- 
traction...and favored by that spe- 
cial man? Are you doing everything 
In your power to help yourself? 
Use the right perfume for the ‘‘oc- 
casion’’. The right perfume can be 
your “SECRET VOICE” and the 
means of getting that which you 
want most. Try my ‘“‘SECRET 
VOICE” perfume. Use a few drops when needed and 
see the difference. ..in his eyes... voice... man- 
ner! Let “SECRET VOICE” speak for you. It must 
help you or your money back...on your say-so. Com- 
plete with full directions. $2.00 per flask (if 
C.0.D. $2.60) or 3 flasks for $5.00. (No C.O.D.). 
Send for your “SECRET VOICE” today... NOW!! 


MADAME BEATRICE, Studio 655-8 
504 Hicksville Rd. Massapequa, N. Y. 
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BE YOUR OWN— 
ENGLISH TEACHER 


ON’T let mistakes in grammar, spelling, pro- 
nunciation give people a poor impression of 
you, rob you of self-confidence. Right in your 
home, in just 15 minutes a day, you can greatly 
improve your English, add to your vocabulary, 
learn to express your ideas more forcefully. 
With Sherwin Cody's 100% Self-Correcting In- 
vention, YOU are the teacher. You discover 
your weak points, concentrate on them only. 
So a command of good English becomes yours 
more quickly. And it’s fun. 32-page FREE BOOK 
on English tells all about it. No obligation. 
No salesman will call. Address: 


SHERWIN CODY COURSE IN ENGLISH 


22910 Central Drive 
Port Washington, N. Y. 


FREE 
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ALL WE NEED IS WORDS AND POEMS. WE 
DO THE REST. SEND SONG POEMS TODAY TO 
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‘Leave My Man Alone!’ 


(Continued from Page 29) 


he said, “Marie, coming up here for the 
weekend was a wonderful idea. I’m glad 
vou thought of it.” 

That was the first time Ben had told me 
I'd done something right in months. I 
slowed with pride. The weekend was get- 
ting a good start and I was determined to 
see that it had a good ending. 

“Anything I can do?” Ben asked. 

“Yes,” I said, “bring the radio in here. 
We might as well have music with our 
breakfast.” 

The news was on when Ben brought our 
portable radio into the kitchen. I didn’t 
pay much attention to it until I heard the 
announcer say. “Betty Ross, the model who 
was found shot in her apartment last night. 
is still in critical condition at City Hos- 
pital. The police report there are indica- 
tions that her wound was self inflicted. 
\fiss Ross has no family. Her friends can 
sive no reason as to why she would want to 
take her life.” 

“Oh. my God,” Ben said softly and 
quickly added, “Marie, we’ve got to get 
hack.” 

I felt like IT was the one who had been 
-hot. For the last year Betty Ross had 
managed to come between Ben and me just 
it the times I thought everything would 
york out for us. Now she was doing it 
igain. I felt no joy in knowing that Betty 
vas near death, but I resented Ben’s con- 

ern. 

“But, darling.” I said softly, trying to 
hide my resentment, “there is nothing we 

in do.” 

“Marie, do you ever think of anyone 
other than yourself?” Ben’s words were 
like a knife in my heart. It always hurt me 
deeply when Ben expressed disapproval of 
something I said or did. 

“That’s not it at all,” I said. “It’s just 
that there is nothing we can do.” 

“Marie, do you realize that girl shot her- 
self and—” 

“The police didn’t say they were sure she 
shot herself,” | interrupted Ben. I couldn’t 
feacere a scheming. conniving woman like 
Betty actually trying to kill herself. If she 
did shoot herself, she probably only meant 
to inflict a slight injury, but accidentally 
wounded herself critically. She probably 
felt she was losing Ben and thought that 
f she shot herself she would get his sym- 
pathy and he would come to her. Betty 
Ross had been trying to take my husband 
iway,from me for a year and I knew there 
was aothing too low for her to do. 

Before I could tell Ben my ideas about 
the shooting, he said, “Well, regardless of 
whether she shot herself or someone shot 
her, the girl has no family and she needs 
i friend. I'm going back to the city. You 
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can stay here if you want to.” 

Leaning heavily against the wall, I felt 
the pain of losing another round to keep 
Ben to myself. 

Ben gulped down his coffee and said, 
“Marie, I'll never understand how you can 
be so selfish in your thinking of others.” 

I said nothing. There was nothing to be 
said. Ben had made up his mind. Quickly 
[ cleaned up the kitchen. Maybe Id lost 
that round, but I wouldn’t give completely 
up without a fight. 

As we drove back to the city, | made 
several unsuccessful attempts at conversa- 
tion and finally gave it up. It took all of 
my self control to keep from crying. It 
just didn’t seem possible that our mar- 
riage could be falling apart. I loved him 
so much, It didn’t seem possible that Ben 
and I couldn’t talk to each other. There 
was a time we were so much in love there 
weren’t enough hours in the day for us to 
talk. Now, after three years of marriage. 
there was a wall of silence between us. 

I fell in love with Ben the first day he 
walked into the real estate school where I 
worked as a secretary. Never before had 
I seen such a handsome man. He stood 
over six feet tall, his weight must have 
been around a hundred and eighty and he 
had beautiful light brown eyes. I'd never 
seen a dark brown man with such light 
eyes, and I felt almost compelled to look 
into them. 

“Good morning.” he said softly. His 
deep. voice actually sent chills down my 
spine. “I’m Benjamin Ford, I have an ap- 
pointment with the director.” 

“Yes, he is expecting you.” I said, try- 
ing to conceal my excitement. “you may 
go in.” 

As soon as the door to the director’s 
office closed. | got the application Ben had 
sent to the school. It was just too good to 
be true. He was twenty-one, single. had 
been a three-letter man in high school and 
captain of the football team. Quickly I 
freshened my make-up. Then I felt foolish. 
He would probably leave the director’s 
office and never give me a glance. A man 
as handsome and with as much on the ball 
as him would only be interested in glam- 
orous girls, not a plain Jane like me. I 
wasn’t an ugly duckling. just very ordi- 
nary. Standing in a crowd. I'd never be 
noticed. I could usually manage to get a 
date. but never with exciting. interesting 
men. All the fellows I dated were either 
too short. too fat or not at all interesting. 

All my life I'd dreamt of meeting a 
really handsome man—a man like Ben. 
At last ’'d met him, but I didn’t know how 
to attract him. I was trying to think of 
how a woman went about getting a man 


like him interested in her when he can 
o: t of the director’s office. 

“Excuse me,” he said softly, “could yoy 
tell me where the nearest restaurant js?” 

“Yes,” I said, happy that he had at leag 
stopped to ask me something, “there is , 
nice place down the street. Just turn jp 
your left when you leave the building. Yo 
can’t miss it.” 

“Thanks,” he said and started to walk 
away. He looked at his watch, turne; 
around and said, “It’s almost noon, will 
you be going to lunch soon?” 

“Yes,” I said. almost holding my breath, 
and then he asked the question I was hop. 
ing he would: 

“May I join you? I hate to eat alone.” 

“Well, yes, I guess so,” I said slowly, 
trying to hide my eagerness. 

At the cafe we called ‘The Place,’ Be 
got the full attention of all the girls x 
soon as we walked through the door, | 
should have introduced him to some oj 
them since he was going to attend school 
with them, but I didn’t. He was just to 
good to share. 

My hour with Ben seemed like five mip. 
utes. He told me that after serving four 
years in the army, he couldn’t find a job 
in his small home town, so he’d come to 
the city to study real estate and insurance. 

| was just beginning to tell Ben about 
the school when it was time for me to 
return to work, but I deliberately stayed 
a little past my lunch hour. I wasn’t tak- 
ing any chances on some girl going back 
to the school inviting herself to walk with 
tls. 

“Marie, it was wonderful of you to have 
lunch with a hick,” Ben said when we 
reached the school. “I enjoyed talking to 
you very much.” 

“T enjoyed it too.” I said looking up into 
his light brown eyes. “I'd like to hear 
more about your experiences in the Army.” 
[ said slowly. 

~There’s not much more to tell,” Ben 
said shyly, “but I would like to see you 
again.” I was surprised that a man a 
handsome as Ben was shy. 

“Ben.” I said as casually as | possibly 
could, “you are welcome to come by m 
house for dinner this evening so your first 
night in the city won’t be lonely. M 
mother is a very good cook.” 

“You sure she won’t mind?” Ben asked. 

“No, not at all,” I said while writing m) 
address for him. “We'll expect you about 
6:30.” 


N\ Y FAMILY fell in love with Ben thal 

evening. Mother thought he was Jus! 
the kind of man she wanted my kid brother 
to grow up to be. 

“Now Ben.” she told him, “I know it 
can be very lonely in a city when you don't 
know anyone. so you just come over aly 
time. In fact. you can eat here until you 
find a job.” : 

At first Ben refused, but after much i 
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sting from Mother he finally accepted. 

In a few days Ben found a job working 
evenings at a drug store. but he still ate 
at my house after school. Mother would 
never accept any money from him. so he 
was always giving her little gifts which 
she loved. 

Ben’s time was almost completely taken 
up with se ‘hool, studying and working. | 
was glad because this meant he didn’t have 
time to get interested in another gir I. 

Ben never asked me to go steady, it just 
crt of happened. We were together almost 
all of Ben’s free time and I loved every 
minute of it. The longer I knew Ben. the 
stronger my love for him grew. but I was 
never sure of his love. He was always very 
kind and considerate to me, but I could 
never see Why a man like him would possi- 
bly want a girl as plain as me. [I didn’t 
really try to figure it out, I was too thank- 
ful to have him and determined to hold 
on to him. 

Everyone in my family, except me was 
sure Ben and I would eventually marry. I 
was completely surprised that warm spring 
evening when Ben and I were sitting on 
my front swing and he put his arm around 
me saying. “Marie what would you say if 
avery poor man asked you to marry him?” 

“Well,” I said slowly. certain Ben could 
hear the loud beating of my heart. “‘it 
would depend on the man. After all, it’s the 
man, not his money that is important.” 

“I'm the man.” Ben said and_ softly 
added, “will you marry me?” 

“Yes. of course.” I breathed. That was 
the happiest moment of my life. Ben’s 
arms tightened around me as he drew 
me closer to him. 

“I love you Marie.” he whispered in my 

“Believe me, I'll work hard to give 
vou all the lovely things you deserve.” 

“Tll always love you Ben, no matter 
what,” I said just before Ben’s warm lips 
found mine. I relaxed completely in his 
arms and eagerly returned his kiss. 

Slowly Ben broke our embrace and we 
went arm in arm into the house to tell my 
family the wonderful news. 

Ben got a job with one of the largest 
real estate and insurance companies in the 
city. A month after he finished school. we 
were married in a quiet ceremony at my 
house. I was so happy I wanted to go to 
the roof top and tell everyone. “See the 
wonderful husband I have!” But I didn’t 
want anyone to come near him. He was 
mine and I didn’t want to share him with 
anybody, 

Ben was a wonderful success on his job. 
He worked long hours and was more than 
proud of his progress. I shared his pride. 

Ben had been working about six months 
when his company had a meeting of all 
its branches that ended with a dance at 
one of the downtown hotels. 

I was very excited about the dance. I’d 
met only a few of the people from the com- 
pany and was anxious to meet more of 
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them. I bought a new dress for the dance 
and it took me hours to get ready. I wanted 
everything to be just right. Ben gave a 
long wolf whistle when I finally was ready 
and I glowed with pride. 

The dance was in full swing when we 
arrived at the hotel. We had just walked 
in when a very attractive woman rushed 
over to Ben and said, “Ben Ford, where 
have you been? We can’t find the awards 
for the salesmen.” 

“T put them in one of the boxes we sent 
over here.” Ben said. “Ill look for them 
in just a second.” 

“Marie. this is one of our secretaries, 
Kathy Evans,” Ben said. “Kathy, this is 
my wife Marie.” 

Kathy and I exchanged greetings and 
long stares. I was shook to see that Ben 
worked with such an attractive woman and 
| suppose she was surprised to see he had 
such a plain wife. 

The dance had everything to make it a 
wonderful affair. plenty of social men, good 
drinks and a swinging band. But try as I 
did, I just couldn’t get with it. Every time 
[ saw Ben dancing with another woman 
little pangs of jealousy shot through me. 

Ben was very attentive to me and I re- 
peatedly told myself that my jealousy was 
foolijh, but my little pep talks didn’t help 
All the women from Ben’s office 
seemed to be so much better looking than 
me and dressed so much smarter. Would 
Ben soon grow tired of my plainness and 
seek an attractive wife? What were the 
women saying to make him laugh? Did 
he really have to dance so close to them? 

“What’s the matter, honey?” Ben asked 
me midway the dance when he returned to 
the table after dancing with one of the 
ecretaries. “You don’t look like you are 


ire. 


having a good time.” 

“T have a very bad headache.” I lied. 

“Oh, I’m sorry.” Ben said, “I'll get you 
something for it.” 

“Ben.” I said slowly, more than disap- 
pointed that he hadn’t suggested going 
home right away, “I think we should go 
home. I don’t feel well at all.” 

“But Marie.” Ben said, disappointment 
showing in his face, “this is actually the 
first big dance we’ve ever been to together. 
Why don’t you try an aspirin and see if 
vou don’t feel better?” 

| wanted to insist on going home, but 
nstead I took the aspirin Ben got for me. 

By the end of the dance I was really 
sick. Ben was sitting at the table with me 
when a very attractive girl came over and 
said, “Ben Ford the dance is almost over 
and you haven’t danced with me.” 

“Well,” I said. “I thought the man al- 
yvays asked the woman to dance.” It was 
had enough to have to watch Ben laughing 
and talking with other women, but for one 
to come right before me and ask him to 
well, that was just too much. 
‘Marie, Marie.” Ben said as if he were 
irprised at what I'd said. 


d ince 


“[’m very sorry. Mrs. Ford. I didn’t 
mean any harm,” the girl said. “Ben and 
I work together and I was just having a 
little fun.” The girl looked at Ben, raised 
her eyebrows and walked away. 

“Marie what in the world has gotten into 
you?” Ben asked as soon as the girl left. 
“That was completely uncalled for, you 
had no reason to insult that girl.” 

“Just how much do you think I can take 
in one evening?” [ stormed back at Ben. 

“Let’s get out of here. before you em- 
barrass me any more.” Ben said getting 
up from the table. 

Ben rushed me out of the ballroom. As 
soon as we got in the car he demanded, 
“Now. Marie, just tell me why did you 
insult that girl?” 

“Ben, what did you expect me to do 
when some hussy walked up and asked you 
to leave me?” I asked him. trying to re- 
main calm, but I felt like screaming. 

“You don’t even know that girl. how can 
you call her a hussy?” Ben retorted. 

“Ree 

“She didn’t ask me to leave you, she 
just asked me to dance.” Ben’s heavy voice 
roared. 

“Ts there a difference?” I asked. 

“For crying out loud.” Ben said. “Marie 
don’t you believe in letting your hair down 
and having a little fun?” 

“Of course I do.” I said. “but T don’t 
want every woman in the place flirting with 
my husband.” 

“No one was flirting with me! When 
you go to a party you are supposed to 
mingle with people and enjoy yourself. 
Now look.” Ben said stopping the car in 
front of our house, “I haven’t had a serious 
thought about another woman since. I first 
met you. I married you because I love you 
and thought you shared my interests. But 
since when did marriage mean a person 
wasn’t supposed to have friends?” 

“Ben, I didn’t say you weren’t supposed 
to have friends.” I said. “it’s just that I 
can’t stand it when women are forward 
with you.” 

“Marie.” Ben said. helping me out of the 
car. “I can’t control what people do. but I 
promise you that as long as we are mar- 
ried, I'l] never have anything to do with 
another woman.” 

Ben placed his hands on my shoulder 
and pulled me close to him saying. “Marie. 
we are going to have to start going out 
more. The more people I know. the more 
real estate and insurance I can sell. Now 
will you promise me that you'll never again 
do what you did tonight?” 

“T promise.” I said half heartedly, want- 
ing to explain my feelings to Ben, but 
really unable to even explain to myself. 


AFTER THAT, Ben and I went to many 

social functions, the women made over 
Ben, his business increased and I was mis- 
erable. I tried hard to be the sociable wife 
Ben wanted, but every time I saw him talk- 
ing to a woman I had to fight with myself 


to keep from voicing my objections. Need. 
less to say, I never enjoyed myself. So 
Ben stopped suggesting that we go out, by 
he started spending more evenings away 
from home. 

Whenever Ben told me he was working 
late, I always felt that maybe he wasn} 
Maybe he had found some attractive, 
ciable woman. He had no right to do tha 
[ couldn’t help my plainness and I ha 
tried to be the sociable wife he wanted 
but no woman in love wants to share he 
man. 

Gradually things got to the point wher 
Ben was supposedly working three anj 
four evenings a week. Nothing I did— 
keeping the house clean, trying to look py 
best. cooking his favorite dishes—coulf 
keep him home. My life became more anj 
more lonely and my fears of losing Be 
became greater. Finally, one evening m 
loneliness got the better of me and I wen 
to Ben’s office to see if he were really 
working. 

I felt a wonderful relief when I say 
Ben’s car in front of the office. He wa 
working, my suspicions were foolish. | 
should have returned home then, but I wa 
so happy to know he was working that] 
decided to go in and say hello. 

[ opened the door to the insurance office 
and immediately saw Ben seated on i 
sofa in the reception room with a beautiful 
woman. My heart dropped. So I was right 
after all! Ben was fooling around with 
another woman! 

As soon as Ben saw me, he said. “Hello 
Marie. have a seat. I'll be with you ina 
second.” 

Full of rage, I found a seat and said 
nothing. The girl was facing Ben and they 
spoke in such low voices, I couldn’t hear 
what they were saying. After ten minutes, 
3en hadn’t said another word to me and 
he and the woman were still talking. I left 

When Ben came home about half an hou 
later, I was hot with anger. 

“Now look Ben Ford!” I shouted as soon 
as he walked in. “I didn’t say anything 
when you lied and said you were working 
evenings. but ignoring me while you enter 
tain your girl friend is something else and 

“Marie.” Ben said, a look of complete 
disgust on his face, “how can you have 
such an evil mind?” 

“Evil mind!” T echoed. “You are always 
telling me that I imagine things. well did! 
imagine that I caught you with a woman 
tonight!” 

“You caught me with a client tonight, 
Ben said. “That was Betty Ross. Her par 
ents were recently killed in an automobile 
accident and left her penniless. We wert 
discussing selling her house.” 

So Ben was actually working. I felt 9 
ashamed of myself for causing such # 
scene, I couldn’t hold back the tears. 

“I’m sorry,” I murmured, “I didn’t know. 
I mean—well, she was so pretty and all- 
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well, all sorts of things started run- 
ing through my mind. “I’m sorry Ben, 
won't happen again. It’s just that I love 
ousomuch .. .” 
“Love? It’s just plain possessiveness and 
jealousy,” Ben stormed. “Now Marie we 
have gone through this time and time again 
and I’m getting fed up.” 

[followed Ben into the kitchen, he open- 
edacan of beer, turned to me and said, 
“You've made me the laughing stock of the 





ofice with your jealousy. I just don’t know 
how much more of this I can take,” Ben 
aid slamming his beer can down on the 
table, “Laughed at during the day and nag- 
ged at in the evening. Marie, I want our 
marriage to work, but one more outburst of 
your stupid jealousy and I’m through. Life 
js too short to spend it with a nagging 


' wife.” 


“Ben, I—” 

“Marie, I don’t want to discuss it,” 
said walking out of the kitchen. 

Ben spent the night in the living room, 


Ben 


‘I spent the night crying in the bedroom. 


REALIZED that my sinking marriage 
couldn’t be saved by quarreling. so I 


| promised myself that I would never again 


accuse Ben of being unfaithful to me. I 


' would do nothing to make Ben walk out on 


me and everything to keep him. 
Ben told me that Betty Ross had no 


| family wor real friends to help her, so he 


“Marie, I just can’t stand by seeing 
someone in need of help and not help 
them,” Ben told me one day. He sold her 
house, helped her to find a room with a 
nice family and got her a job. I suffered 
inside everytime I heard of Ben doing 
something for her, but I said nothing. 

When Ben came home from work. I met 
him looking my very best with a big smile. 


I never questioned him about where he’d 


been or what he’d been doing. 
At least once a week Betty called Ben. 
He would talk to her and come back and 


' tell me that she had a problem and she 


wanted to discuss it with him. I knew 
finally there was more than just friendship 
between Ben and Betty. but I never men- 
tioned my feelings to Ben. I figured that if 
I kept quiet and waited long enough I’d 
find a way to beat Betty at her own game. 

I spent almost all of my time trying to 
think of a way to win Ben back from Betty. 
Then I got it—get Ben alone, away from 
Betty. There was a time when Ben en- 
joyed being with me and really loved me. 
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Maybe if I got him alone where we wouldn’t 
be disturbed by calls from clients, friends 
dropping in or Betty, I could rekindle Ben’s 
love. 

When I suggested going to a resort for 
a weekend, Ben went for the idea in a big 
way. He had been working hard and 
needed a good rest. 

was more than happy that Friday 
evening we were getting ready to go to the 
resort. Ben was putting our bags in the car 


while I locked the windows when the phone 
rang. 
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“Mrs. Ford.” the person on the other 
end said, “this is Betty Ross.” 

[ fought the impulse to hang up the 
phone. 

“Yes.” I said dryly. 

“May I speak to Ben?” 

“Ben isn’t in,” I said calmly. 

“Will you ask him to call me?” 

“Yes I will,” I said and added, “Betty 
vhy don’t you try finding yourself a man of 
our own?” I asked her as calmly as I 
would have asked the time of the day. 

‘A man of my own,” Betty echoed. 
\irs. Ford there is nothing between Ben 
nd me, but friendship.” 

‘Sure, sure I know,” I said, “I know that 
is far as Ben is concerned there is nothing 
between you. but I also know that you are 
trying every trick in the book to make 
omething.” 

“That’s not true,” Betty protested. “I 
think of Ben as a big brother and friend, 
nothing more.” 

“Don’t tell me.” I said, no longer calm, 
‘lm getting very sick of you and your 
alling and so is Ben. Just the other day 
he told me that he tried to be kind to you 
when your parents died and you didn’t 
have any money to pay your bills, but he 
thought that after he sold your house, 
found you a place to live and got you a job, 
ou would leave him alone.” 

“Ben never told me he felt like that.” 
Betty said. 

“I know.” I said as if I were telling her 
omething very confidential, “Ben is that 
he allows people to impose on him all 
but I really 


wai 
the time. feel you are over- 
doing.” 

“I’m very sorry I've annoyed you and 
Ben.” Betty said, “I won’t do it again.” 

! felt certain Betty believed me. I knew 
it was wrong to lie, but sometimes fire has 
o be fought with fire. 

f hung up the telephone receiver and 
rushed out to the car. I didn’t tell Ben 
call and so we got started for a 
only to have 


ibout the 
lovely weekend at the resort 
interrupted by Betty. 


l 
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GOW Ly, BEN pulled the ear in front of 
the City Hospital. Only then, when I 
saw the doctors and nurses in white walk- 
ing about and the ambulance approaching. 
did I get the full impact of what had hap- 
pened. In that hospital a girl was dying of 
gun wounds! What was wrong with me, 
why hadn’t I felt sympathy for Betty? Why 
was my love for Ben the only thing I could 
think of? 

“Are you going in?” 
stopped the car. 

“No, I think I'll go home,” I said, feeling 
an urgent need to think things out. 

Without another word, Ben got out of 
the car and ran up the hospital steps. No 
longer able to hold back the tears. I slid 
under the wheel and almost blinded by my 
tears, I drove home. 

Slowly I walked up the my 
house, took the mail out of the mailbox 
and leaned heavily against the front door 
when I saw the first letter—a special to 
Ben from Betty. 

I just couldn't get away from that wom- 
an. She was everywhere I turned. I came 
home to rest and try to think things out, 
but she was there too. 

I put the letter on the table where I al- 
ways put Ben’s mail, took the things out of 
the car and then looked at the letter again. 
Quickly I ripped the envelope open. Why 
shouldn’t I open it? This was a letter from 
another woman to my husband. I had a 
right to know what she was saying to him. 

Hurriedly I unfolded the letter and read: 

“Dear Ben. 

“When you receive this letter Ill 
dead. I know this is the sign of a coward, 
but it’s the best way out for me, the only 
way. All of my luck seems to be bad and 
all the things I do wrong. 

“Please forgive me for the trouble I’ve 
caused you. Believe me. I never meant to 
make a nuisance of myself, but I didn’t 
have anyone to turn to after Mother and 
Daddy died and you didn’t seem to mind. 

“My doctor told me today that I have 
TB. It was so hard to face, my first 
thought was to call you. Now I know I was 
wrong. it was my problem and I should 
have faced it myself. It’s like your wife 
said: after you’d done so much for me. I 
should stand on my own two feet. But Ben 
I can’t. I can’t face the long. lonely months 
in the hospital. 
ized that no wife would like another woman 
calling her husband every time she had a 
problem, -but I wasn’t thinking . . . I was 
so thankful to have a real friend whe didn’t 
try to take advantage of me. 

“T tried to tell your wife that there was 
never anything between us. I hope she be- 
lieved me. I would never want to be guilty 


asked as he 


jen 


steps to 





be 


I guess I should have real- 


of coming between a man and his wife. 
“Please forgive me for being such a 
nuisance and thanks for all the kindness 
you have shown me. 
Betty” 
I leaned back in my chair feeling empty 
and ashamed. What had [ done? I'd driven 
Betty to shooting herself. If she died 


would be my fault. If she lived, she wouj 
tell Ben why she shot herself and I wou 
surely lose him. I put my face in my hand 
and cried, not knowing what to wish for o 
pray for. I'd messed up things so badly, | 
could do nothing but lose. 

I don’t know how long I’d been sitting 
there when I realized Ben was standing jy 
front of me, looking at me as if he couldn} 
believe what he saw. 

“Ben—” I said softly. not quite sure of 
what else to say. 

“Please don’t say you’re sorry,” 
said, “I’ve heard that from you too many 
times. Where is Betty’s letter?” 

I knew this was the end and just couldp) 
move. 

“Where is the letter?” Ben raised bjs 
voice, “Betty told me what you told her 
when she called and about the letter.” 

Slowly I handed the letter to Ben. Be) 
read it, and said, “Now do you beliey 
there was nothing between Betty and me?” 

“Yes.” I said looking down, unable t 
look at him. “Will she be all right? 

“Yes. she'll live.” Ben said. 

“I’m glad.” I said, “I’m so ashamed of 
myself, I...” 

“No, no.” Ben said, “I don’t want to » 
through all that. You are always sorry and 
ashamed after you pull some stupid jealous: 
stunt.” 

Ben lit a cigarette. inhaled deeply and 
said. “Marie, I married you because | 
loved you. You were level-headed, shared 
my interests and seemed to be willing to 
help me be a success in my work, but for 


Bex 


the last three years our marriage has been | 


nothing but one jealous outburst afte 
another. Now for no good reason at all, 
you’ve driven a girl to shooting hersell. 
This is just too much. I can’t take am 
more. I’ve tried to make a success of our 
marriage. but much more of this and I'll he 
shooting myself.” 


Ben walked out of the room and I knew 1 


he was going to pack his things. Coming 


back through with his bags, Ben stopped | 


and said. “Marie, T’ll send you mone 
every pay day and if you need anything 
you can let me know. I’m not taking any: 
thing but the car. I need it in my work. 
You can have everything else.” 

As I watched Ben drive away, I realize 
that all these years I'd overlooked ané 
failed to understand his finest quality ... 


his unselfishness and willingness to help | 


others. 

Ben has been away for over six months 
He hasn’t filed for a divorce and my friené: 
tell me that he seldom takes anyone oll. 


What about Betty? She got out of the | 
hospital a few weeks ago and married one | 


of the interns from the TB sanitarium 


where she had been confined. 


: 





I’ve been working with the grey ladie | 


at the hospital learning the joy of sharing 
with others. At last T have an understand 
ing of Ben and his friendliness and uw 
selfishness. I only hope and pray that some 
day Ben will come back and give m 
another chance. 


THE END 
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Deserted! 


ne. People had all been so nice to me. 
fen the other tenants in the building. who 
gd noticed Bill was gone. were all pleas- 
ant, with reserved kindness and not prying. 

“Please call me Natalie.” I said im- 
pulsively. 

#All right.” she answered, smiling. “and 
[fm Ann. Where are you going to work, 
Natalie?” 

“That’s what I don’t know yet,” I said. 
“nd I don’t have any professional training. 
[will do anything that is honest. though, 
and I'm strong.” 

“lye noticed quite a few signs saying 
alesgirls wanted, in some of the stores 
in the main shopping districts. Have you 
ever worked as a clerk or salesgirl?” 

*No, I haven’t,” I answered. “but that 
sure is a good idea. and you don’t have 
to have a specific skill for that. Thanks. 
\nn, I'll try the stores tomorrow.” 

I stood up to go. and we walked to the 
door. 

“| think you'll like that sort of work.” 
{nn said. “I did it for awhile before I 
got married.” 

“Thanks again for everything. 
said as I left. “You’ve made me 
so much better, and given me something 
to work on. I'll bring Karen and Billy 
tomorrow, because I’m hoping to find some- 


Ann.” I 


feel ever 


thing right away. I must find something 
right away.” 
“You will. I'm sure.” she said. 


NB LADY LUCK was with me again. 
*“ I did! The very next day, the second 
store I went in—a small dress shop on 
Walnut Street—they needed a stockroom 
girl, someone to take care of the dresses 
on display and those on the racks. IT was 
hired without question, and started to work 
immediately. It was a thrilling moment. 
and if I hadn’t had always with me the 
realization that Bill was gone. and that I 
missed the children, I would have been 
quite happy. 

I had never worked before. and was a 
bit awed at the fact that I could earn 
enough money. smal] though my paycheck 
was, to pay rent, buy food and necessities 
for the children, and pay Ann for taking 
care of them. I had insisted on giving her 
more than the cost of their food, though, 
and after my transportation, I just barely 
broke even. It was a good thing they 
supplied us with uniforms at work! 
Karen enjoyed being with Mary all day. 
and Billy was a good baby. so after I 
started working, life settled down into a 
sort of routine emptiness. I thought often 
of Bill, and wondered where he was. but 





we hadn’t heard a word. Weeks passed. 


(Continued from Page 


27) 


and then months—Thanksgiving. and then 
it was almost time for Christmas. Ann was 
wonderful with the children, and her hus- 
band, Pete. had not objected to her keep- 
ing them. I had even put aside a few 
dollars to buy things for the children’s 
Christmas. 

I guess, though, it’s when you begin to 
feel that you’ve got all your problems 
licked, that life tricks you sometimes. And 
with us, everything happened at once. 
First, Karen, who had rarely been ill, came 
down with a very severe attack of some 
kind of virus influenza that was very preva- 
lent that winter. I couldn’t ask Ann, with 
a child of her own, to keep Karen while 
she was ill, so I took time off from work. 
Then, when Karen had just about recov- 
ered. the baby caught it. and his case 
seemed to be even worse. Poor little Billy 
—he seemed so surprised. like he didn’t 
know what was happening to him. 

At the store, I begged them to hold my 
job for me, though they really needed 
Mrs. Goldstein, the 
manager. had been just lovely to me, and 


someone at that time. 


she said she’d hold my job open as long 
as possible. “but hurry up and get the 
children well. so you can come back.” 

Fortunately, Billy threw off his fever. 
just as quickly as he’d caught it, and I 
was all set to go back to work that Monday, 
when Ann told me that Pete had accepted 
a better position in the city of his com- 
pany’s home office. and they would be 
leaving in another week! I almost cried, 
then, but I couldn’t be selfish, and I was 
so grateful to Ann for all she’d done. 

“T hate to leave without 
Natalie.” Ann told me. unhappily. “but 
this is the chance Pete has been hoping 
Isn’t there anyone you 


you anyone, 


and praying for. 


can get? Ill miss Karen and Billy so 
much. I’ve grown to love them just like 
my own.” 


I tried to smile reassuringly. “I’m so 
glad Pete has his chance.” I said. “You’ve 
been so wonderful with the children, Ann, 
I know I won’t find anyone else like you, 
but we'll manage some way.” 

During that week, I convassed the neigh- 
borhood, even asking people I didn’t know. 
There was no one who could keep the chil- 
dren. They were at work, not home, didn’t 
want to be bothered—one thing or another. 
At the end of the week, Karen, Billy and 
I said a tearful goodbye to Ann, Pete and 
little Mary. Billy was too little to know 
what was going on, but I think he knew he 
What was I 
going to do now? Mrs. 
Goldstein again, and put off returning to 
work, 


was losing another mother. 
I couldn’t call 


Well, sometimes the strangest things 
happen, for which you have no answer. Mr. 
Woods, our landlord, had stopped by Ann’s 
when we were having a little farewell get 
together, and he said he was on his vaca- 
tion a couple of weeks, and that he’d look 
after the children for me. 

“What?!” both Ann and I said. in sur- 
prise, 

“Sure,” he said, “they know me. and all 
you have to do is give me directions for 
their care, and I'll follow them.” 

“But—but, Mr. Woods,” I stammered. 
overcome, “I wouldn’t think of asking 
you—What I mean is, this is very un- 
usual. I mean, well, could you?” 

He laughed in a relaxed way, and said, 
“Well, that’s what friends are for, to help 
out in emergencies. I think I'll be able 
to manage them until you can find some- 
one, so you can get back to your job.” 

“Bless you,” I said, feeling that same 
old warmth again, because of the goodness 
of people like Ann and Mr. Woods. 

“So by the time my vacation is over,” 
he continued, “you can probably find some- 
one else, even if you have to go out of the 
neighborhood. There are all sorts of agen- 
cies that can help you.” 

I was so happy to be able to get back to 
my job, that I didn’t even question any 
more. We all talked for awhile longer, and 
then finally saw Ann and Pete off on their 
new life. 


HOSE NEXT two weeks. with Mr. 

Woods—Allan, as I had started call- 
ing him—taking care of the children. 
passed in an almost unreal, dream-like 
way. It was a good thing that I went back 
to the store when I did, because Mrs. Gold- 
stein had waited as long as she could, and 
the other girls had doubled up and done 
my work for me. Now, just before Christ- 
mas, everyone was needed to do his own 
job. 

I had always thought of Mr. Woods— 
Allan—as “old.” I mean, he was graying 
slightly, and he always seemed sort of 
fatherly to us. I knew his wife had died 
a few years ago, and there were no chil- 
dren. Now, I began to be aware of him as 
a person. And he simply took over! The 
children stayed in my apartment. because 
that’s where everything was, and he just 
came over, and simply took charge. I was 
amazed, and quite helpless. before his effi- 
ciency. I said my thanks a million times, I 
guess, and many times I’d say I simply 
didn’t see how he could do it. He’d always 
laugh indulgently. 

“Tt’s not such a problem. Natalie,” he 
said once. “You tell me everything to do 
for them, and I simply do it.” 

He would even have dinner started, or 
sometimes ready, when I came home. 

“You shouldn’t, Allan!” I tried to insist. 

“Well, you insist on paying me wages. 
don’t you?” he asked me, laughing at my 
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confusion. Everything seemed so simple, 
and so pleasant, to Allan. 

For the first time in months, I went for 
days without even thinking of Bill, and 
when I did, it sure wasn’t in favor of Bill! 
Here Allan Woods was taking care of my 
children for me hecause I couldn’t find 
inyone else, and Bill couldn’t even stand 
them, and they were his own children! 

But all too soon. it was Christmas, and 
the end of Allan’s vacation. Christmas is 
the time for home and love, and families 
to be together, and it still just wasn’t 
Christmas without Bill. Allan brought us 
presents and tried to make us cheerful, but 
Karen kept asking for Daddy. and even 
the baby seemed to be lacking something. 

The week after Christmas, it was back 
home again. with more excuses to Mrs. 
Goldstein. So, I wasn’t too surprised when, 
at the end of the week. she called to tell me 
they would have to let me go. The after- 
Christmas sales and all, well. they liked 
me. she said. but they needed to have some- 
one on the job. and I had to stay at home 
with the children too much. 

{ don’t think I ever felt more miserable 
than that Saturday. not even when Bill left. 
| felt | was right back where I started. I 
-till had two major things to do: [ had to 
find someone to take care of the children, 
ind now. I had to find another job. I sure 
was in a good mood to welcome in the New 
Year. What did I have to look forward to, I 
thought bitterly? Allan came over around 
eleven o'clock and brought. a bottle of 

llampagne that must have cost enough for 
week. I was feeling my 
vorst. so [ said as much. 

‘The children and I could live for almost 
i week on what you paid for that, Allan,” I 
-aid, unable to hide the bitterness. 

“I’m sorry, Natalie.” he said quietly, “I 
didn’t mean to make you unhappy. I just 
thought you’d like a bit of cheering up.” 

Immediately [ was repentant. “Oh, Al- 
lan. of I said. trying to smile, 

oure so good to us, and I’m so ungrate- 
[t's just that lately I've been—kicked 

the teeth so much, it seems. Mrs. Gold- 
stein called me this morning and told me 
in the nicest kind of way that I was fired.” 

\llan looked grave. “I can see how you 
feel, Natalie.” he said. “That’s hardly a 
cause for celebrating with champagne.” 

He got up and started to leave. Suddenly 
| couldn’t bear to see him go, to be alone. 


to live ona 


course.” 


Oh. no, don’t go.” I cried. “Please— 
l.et’s have champagne for the New Year. 
Things will be better tomorrow.” 

| smiled, and for a moment I really felt 
So Allan stayed. and we 
had the traditional ceremony of popping 


this was true. 
the cork. and pouring the bubbly into my 
tasted 
sood, though, and soon I'd forgotten my 


substitute champagne glasses. It 


roubles. It was so pleasant and relaxing, 
to sit there listening to Allan talk, listening 
io his suggestions and solutions to my prob- 
lems. We outlined my plan of operation, 
the agencies [ would go to first thing next 


600 


week, and where I'd go for my next job. 

At twelve midnight, just before leaving, 
he kissed me lightly on the forehead and 
wished me Happy New Year. Dear Allan, 
I thought, whatever would | do without 
you? 


HE FOLLOWING Monday. since school 

was still out. I was able to get a high 
school girl who lived in the neighborhood 
to take care of Karen and Billy for me, 
while I made the rounds of the agencies. 
There was no immediate assistance for me, 
although many took my name and tele- 
phone number. One agency sent me all the 
way across town, to a very bad looking 
neighborhood, where a slatternly woman in 
a dark, tumbled down apartment building 
offered to take care of my children for me. 
She was dirty, and I even saw bugs around 
the place. I hid my distaste. and left 
hastily. telling her I'd let her know. Fur- 
ther on downtown, while in the business 
district. [ tried to make some inquiries re- 
garding jobs, but this just didn’t seem to 
be the season for hiring. 

By the time I got back home Monday 
evening. it had started snowing, sleeting, 
rain, all at once, and I was cold, soaking 
wet, tired, discouraged and _ miserable. 
Mina. the high school girl who kept Karen 
and Billy for me. had done very well with 
them, but I could tell she was glad to see 
me come home. 

“Will you want 
Evans?” she asked. 

“Yes. I will, Mina.” I told her, “if you 
can come.” 

“Why, of course.” she said, sweetly, “Tl 
be glad to say with Karen and Billy when- 
ever school’s out. They’re very sweet chil- 


me tomorrow, Mrs. 


dren.” 

“Thank you so much, my dear,” I said, 
beginning to notice that I could hardly 
talk, and that my throat felt tight and 
funny. I made a mental note to take some- 
thing later on, and started dinner prep- 
arations. I was suddenly very tired, but I 
forced myself to go on, getting the children 
fed, their baths. and finally to bed. Karen 
said more than once. “What’s the matter, 
Mommie?” 

I wasn’t sure myself, only that when I 
had finished straightening up the kitchen 
and living room, I just collapsed. My 
throat ached, and I felt like I was on fire. I 
picked up the telephone to call the doctor, 
and realized rather foolishly that 'd hardly 
ask Karen and Billy’s doctor to wait on 
me. I didn’t have a regular physician be- 
cause I was so rarely ill. [I guess. without 
even knowing what I was doing, [ must 
have dialed Allan’s number. because the 
next thing I heard was his quiet, “Hello.” 

“Allan, Allan, is that you?” I whispered, 
my voice cracking. 

“Who is this?” he asked sharply. Then, 
when I didn’t say anything, he said, “Nata- 
lie, what’s wrong?” 

But without waiting for me to answer, he 


hung up, and within a few seconds 
knocking at the living room door. I dragg, 
myself over to open the door. Somehoy,| 
felt better, just seeing Allan standing they 
[ wouldn’t have to worry any more. Eyer, 
thing would be all right. I felt like Ty, 
falling. but that was all right. too. Thy 
was the last thing I remember thinking 
then there was nothing. 


ATER, much later. Allan told me thy 

4 I was a “pretty sick young lady.” [j 
had a case of good, old fashioned pne 
monia, and in my weakened condition, } 
really hit me hard. I remembered onh 
snatches of those first few days. It seemed 
however, that Allan was always there. neg. 
by. I remembered doctors and nurses, ap/ 
even when I was semi-conscious. worryiny 
about the cost. 

The first thing I asked, when I could fed 
and think straight again. was about th 
children. 

“T have someone here to take care ¢/ 
them—and you.” Allan said. 

“But the cost of all this.” [ said, weakly 
waving my hand in the direction of th 
night stand loaded with medicine. “Hoy 
will I ever be able to pay—?” 

“Now, you mustn’t worry yourself abou 
things like that,” he said gently. “Yo 
just get well, first. That’s the most impor 
tant thing.” 

“Allan,” I asked, “why are you so nic 
to us, to me?” 

“Because you’re nice people.” he said, 
smiling. “You must get some rest now, I'l 
see you later.” 

“All right,” I said. closing my eyes. Res 
did sound like a good idea. With my mini 
at ease. I recovered rapidly, and thanks to 
the miracle drugs, within a week | was w 
and able to-take over from Miss Carter | 
who had cared for the children while I wa 
ill. 

Too, I insisted that Allan give me a lis 
of all expenses—doctor, nurse. medicine, 
Miss Carter—while I was ill. He did this 
reluctantly, and the total figure. plus I wef 
now a month behind in rent payments, wi 
quite large, but I was determined to stat 
payment on it as soon as I went back t 
work. 

Just as everything bad seemed to happet 
at once, suddenly things began to el 
brighter. Miss Carter had recommendel 
a very nice couple, childless. who wouli 
take care of Karen and Billy for me. Th 
only catch was, they lived in another se 
tion of town, and the best arrangement for} 
all concerned since I didn’t have a cat 
would mean that I'd have to leave then} 
from Monday through Friday. and only g¢ 
them on weekends. I saw precious little 
my babies, as it was, and this nearly broke 
my heart, but I saw no other choice at tle 
moment. 

There was one bright spot. Mrs. Golé 
stein, at the dress shop, called and asked 
if I could come back, offering a raise # 
salary. She was happy to learn that I 
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made satisfactory arrangements for the 

children, and I was pleased and deeply 

gatified that my work was such that they 
yould ask me to return. 

So, I had a lot to tell Allan that evening! 
[hadn't realized it, but I hadn’t seen too 
much of him for a few days. not since f 
yas up and around again. I waited and 
waited, thinking perhaps he would call 
or come by, but he didn’t, and it was get- 
ting quite late. With the children over at 
their new home, I suddenly realized I could 
come and go as I| pleased, even in the 
eening. I decided to go visit Mr. Allan 
Woods, since he was playing hard to get 
these days. I crossed the narrow hallway 
between the two apartments and knocked 
on his door. 

When he opened the door, he looked 
surprised, and a little tired, but smiled 
and said, “My dear, how are you feeling 
today?” 

“You didn’t even ask. or come to see,” I 
pouted. Then, “Aren’t you going to invite 


. 9” 
me in? 

“Of course. of course,” he said quickly, 
“some on in. I intended to come by and 


see how you were, but I had some reports 
here that I had to finish.” 

Seated on the sofa, I began to be a little 
nervous. 

“Allan, I’ve the most wonderful news,” I 
said, all in a rush. “Mrs. Goldstein at the 
dress shop called me today, to see if I 
could come back to work there, and at a 
raise in salary!” 

“That’s wonderful, Natalie.” said, 
“but only what you deserve. She knows a 
good person when she sees one.” 

“Thank you, Allan.” I smiled. “I didn’t 
mean to be fishing for compliments. And 
of course, you know that Miss Carter found 
this nice couple over in the Fairview 
Heights section, to take care of Karen and 
Billy for me during the week. So I’m all 
ready to go back to work tomorrow!” 

I was bubbling over with enthusiasm and 
happiness. He smiled indulgently and said, 


he 


‘Tm glad for you. You deserve only the 
best.” 

“It’s all thanks to you, Allan.” I said. 
suddenly serious. “If it hadn’t been for 


you, all along. I don’t know what would 
have happened to us. Why are 
wonderfully kind to me, Allan?” 
I'd asked the question before. when I 
was ill, Now, after I’d said it again, the 
words just seemed to hang in the air for 
a moment. 
Then Allan 


know?” 


you so 


said only, “Don’t you 

And we both moved together at the same 
time, and I was in his arms at last, and 
returning his kiss with all the pent-up de- 
sire of many months. Allan was the first 
to turn away. 

He said, sounding strange, 
“Natalie, don’t come to me out of gratitude. 
Much as I love you, don’t let me love you, if 
it is only—” 


“Allan. Allan.” 


his voice 


I said softly, breathlessly 
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aware of him as a man, not just a neighbor 
ind friend. “whatever I feel, I don’t know 
for sure. but I do know that at this moment 
it isn’t gratitude!” 

He smiled again, and I went back into 
his arms, and into his love. Later, we 
talked. or mostly Allan talked. about my 
situation at home. 

“You can’t just go on like this, Natalie,” 
he said. “You haven’t heard from your 
husband for over six months. Have you 
thought of starting divorce proceedings?” 

“T just haven’t thought of it at all, Al- 
lan,” I answered. “It’s something I have 
pushed aside, refused to think of, I guess. 
[—thought I’d wait a little while longer.” 

“Why?” he asked, and when I didn’t 
answer and avoided his eyes, he said, “I’m 
sorry. I guess I shouldn’t ask that. Only, 
whatever you do, whenever you do it, I 
want to help you. And if you don’t, then. 
I’m still in your corner, and your friend.” 

I turned to look at him then, and said 
vith my eyes that he was the best person 
1 the world. 

| went to work that next day with a song 
n my lips and a spring in my step. 

“Such a difference from the first day 
ou crept in last fall!” Mrs. Goldstein said, 
smiling. All of the girls were glad to see 
me, and I felt like I’d never really been 
cone. All that week, work was more like 
a picnic than work, I was so happy to be 
hack. 

And then, early Saturday morning just 
is | was getting ready to leave the apart- 
ment to go and get the children, the door 
pened and Bill walked in. 

“Hi, Natalie,” he said casually, like he’d 
just been out to get a package of ciga- 
ettes. I just stood there, too stunned to 
nove or speak, 

“Aw, come on, can’t you say something?” 
he said, pleadingly. and taking another 
step toward me. I sat down on the sofa. 
because I was afraid if I didn’t sit down. 
I’d fall down. And heaven forgive me, silly 
fool that I was, my first feelings after the 
shock were pure joy at seeing him again. 
at knowing he was alive and well, and 
back. He looked much older. somehow. 
more of a man than the boy who left me. 

Then anger came, and the wall of the 
past six months stood between us. My 
mind was a jumble of emotions when I 
finally said, “Hello, Bill.” 

“That all you’ve got to say?” he asked. 
grinning, and sensing, perhaps, that part 
of me was glad to see him. 

“Tt seems to me that you’re the one to 
do the saying,” I said coldly. 

He stopped smiling, then, and shifted 
from one foot to the other. 

“Can I—can I sit down?” he asked 
meekly. 

Humility was a new role for Bill, and 
ifter all, it was still his own house! I 
almost smiled, but held myself in check. I 
would not be weak. 

“Oh. of course,” I snapped. “don’t be 
silly.” 
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“I don’t expect you to completely under- 
stand or forgive me. Nat.” he began call- 
ing me by the old nickname from when 
we first met. “but please just listen to me. I 
guess in some ways I was still just a kid 
myself when we got married. and the 
kids—” 

Suddenly he looked around in alarm 
and dismay. “Natalie. where are the 
children?” 

Bitterness crept into my voice as I said, 
“You care? You care where or how they’ve 
been, how they’ve eaten. or me, how I’ve 
lived, for the past six months?” 

He buried his head in his hands, then, 
and groaned. “Don’t hate me because I 
came back. Nat. I knew it would be hard 
to come back, but please—don’t let it be 
like this.” 

“The children stay with a couple over 
in Fairview Heights while I work,” I said, 
my voice flat and empty of feeling. 

“You—work?” he asked. in a funny 
voice. I couldn’t let anger take over again, 
so I kept my voice flat, empty. 

“Yes, of course. We had to have money 
to live. you know.” 

He stood up, then. and walked up and 
down the living room. “I had to leave. 
Nat.” he said. “I was fed up to here. I 
was to the point I hated you and the chil- 
dren, and myself, and what scared me was, 
it was for no reason.” He turned to look 
at me. “Can you understand that?” 

“No, I can’t, Bill,” I said, and then I 
almost said. I’m not that kind of doctor. It 
was then, I guess, that I remembered again 
that Bill had his problems, too, and we 
were able to sit there and talk. 

He told me the long. mostly unhappy 
story of his past six months. and how he’d 
finally found himself, and the very good 
job he now had in the city, only some forty 
miles from our town. I told him some—not 
all—of my life, the past six months. 

“T know it was rough for you and the 
children, Nat,” he said contritely. We were 
silent for a moment, but Bill was never 
one to be backward, or mince words, so I 
wasn’t too surprised when he said, “I want 
you back. Natalie, and I want my children. 
I’ve learned my lesson. Will you give me 
another chance? Will you go with me to 
the city? I’ve a chance to get a nice little 
house. sort of out in the suburbs—just 
what you'd like.” 

“You mean, leave here?” I stammered. 
confused. “But I have a job. I’ve just 
found someone to keep the children. And 
I owe Allan money, I can’t let Allan 
down—” I was rambling on. before I real- 
ized everything I'd said. Bill had been 
grinning. until mention of Allan, and then 
the grin disappeared. 

“You do have a husband, you know,” he 
said slowly, “and you won’t need a job, or 
someone to keep the children. I suppose 


by ‘Allan’ you mean Mr. Woods. How 
much money do we owe him?” He said 
“we,” 


“Quite a bit.” I mumbled. it being my 


turn to be embarrassed and apologetic 
“When the children were sick, and I log 
my job just after Christmas and I wa 
sick and everything, he paid for doctors 
nurses, medicine—oh, everything.” 

“You didn’t tell me all that,” Bill sai 
quietly, “but then, of course, I should haye 
been here. Woods always was sort of swee 
on you. I—guess he was hoping I wouldn) 
come back?” 

I had never lied to Bill, and I couldn) 
start now. “I didn’t know that, about his 
being sweet on me,” IT said clearly, “hy 
you're right, I guess he did hope yoy 
wouldn’t come back.” 

“And you, Nat,” he said. and his voice 
went all through me, like it always had, 
“did you hope I wouldn’t come back?” 

I wanted to tell him, then, that [y 
thought of him every moment, but there 
had been so much between, and. remem. 
bering, I knew there had been moments 
when I hadn’t thought of him. 

“Don’t ask me now,” I said, hoarsely. 
“Let’s—let’s go get the children. Mrs 
Brown won’t know what’s happened to 
me.” 

We were just getting ready to leave. 
when the door opened, and Allan rushed 
in, excitedly! I remember thinking, fool- 
ishly, that my apartment was like Grand 
Central Station this morning. 

“Say, Natalie, I thought perhaps you'd 
like—” Allan had started to say, and then 
he saw Bill. It seemed like all three of 
us were frozen, for a moment. into statues, 
Allan had never come into my apartment 
without knocking. It was just that he was 
excited about something—just one of those 
things. But what it must have looked like 
to Bill! Allan was first to say something. 

“Why. hello, Bill,” he tried to smile, but 
Bill wasn’t returning any smiles. “I'd just 
thought that Natalie and the children 
might be interested in the carnival in town 
today.” 

“We were just leaving,” Bill said tightly. 

I looked from one to the other. No 
matter what, Bill was being inexcusabl 
rude. 

“It is all right,” Allan said quietly, to 
me. “You go ahead.” 

I knew, of course. that that was what 
I had to do. “Goodbye. Allan,” J said, and 
it sounded so ineffectual. 

In the car, Bill was silent, and I knew 
from the stern set of his face that he was 
fighting his own war. He knew his faults 
and mistakes. and now he knew mine. 

When we arrived at the Browns’ house. 
and Karen saw her daddy, she was so ex 
cited and happy she was almost hysterical. 
I think even Billy, who had grown quite 4 
bit, still remembered him. because he 
smiled happily and reached for him. Bil 
and I looked at each other over the chil 
dren’s heads, and slowly he grinned. It 
was like a reprieve. 

“We've a lot to make up to each other 
for, Natalie.” he said. “Can we start soon? 

“Oh. yes. Bill,” [ said happily. And we 
did. THE END 
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Why The Girls All Go For Jackie 


(Continued from Page 40) 


hard for us, Jackie, [ want to give you 
amething that’s part of me!” 

And unlike some entertainers who hit 
the big time and forget who gave them the 
hoost, this father of four knows that his 
fans are his lifeblood and is never too busy 
to stop and sign as many autographs as he 
can before he is spirited away by his “pro- 
lectors.” 

Explained a close acquaintance of Wil- 
cn: “He doesn’t sign an autograph and 
tifly return it. he'll make some personal 
comment to the fan, and brother, he’s got 
a friend for life. If a girl is attractive. he 


thinks it natural to remark, ‘Gee. you’re 
pretty.” ” 
When he belts out a song, like his one- 


time hit. To Be Loved, he lets psychology 
work for him. momentarily fixes his atten- 
tion on different girls throughout the dura- 
tion of the song, setting off fresh and con- 
tinuing waves of hysteria. A New York 
publicity man remarked, “How can a girl 
have that guy look her in the eye and sing 
and not swoon?” With dramatics that have 
sexy overtones but are never corny. Wilson 
recalls his gospel training between bars to 
keep the lyrics on an even beat, perfect 
for dancing and hand-clapping. 

Young enough to have a bond with the 
teen guys and girls, yet mature enough to 
he respected by them. Jackie. born 25 
years ago in Detroit. can identify, finds 
himself tuned to their same frequency. Said 
a male tap dancer who is still aspiring for 
the big time Jackie has already reached: 


“This guy’s never changed. I knew him 
when he was doing odd jobs in Detroit 


and not making enough to get gravy for 
his grits. He was real then, and he is now.” 

This “realness” that is so much a 
part of him is what keeps his female audi- 
ences coming. “The songs he sings to the 
girls,” a columnist ventured, “have a mes- 
sage—Ill Be Satisfied, To Be Loved. Lone- 
ly Teardrops—they all put a girl in the 
mood. Every chick feels she’s the girl to 
love Jackie, to remove the loneliness and 
the teardrops and to satisfy him. It’s just 
that teen-age hysteria.” 

And Jackie adds some enlightenment of 
his own: “I think every girl feels she 
personally has a chance with the singer 
or star, whoever it is. I know when I was 
akid I fell in love with Billie Holiday.” He 
adds with a wry chuckle, “I always thought 
that someday she would marry me.’ 

The days when such daydreams were a 
part of Jackie Wilson were spent in De- 
treit. He dabbled in boxing, won a Golden 
Gloves tournament at 16 after giving his 
age as 18. After an unspectacular boxing 
career (he did take on Danny (Bang Bang) 
Womber, who is now Jackie's personal 
harber when he plays in New York City), 
welterweight Jackie quit the ring—where 


he never made more than $150 a fight——in 


1951. “After my father’s death.” he ex- 
plains. “I decided to go along with my 
mother who had been asking me to stop 
fighting. [’'d alwavs wanted to sing any- 
way.” 

Patterning after some of his more suc- 
cessful brothers who went from church 
rostrum to stage. Wilson sang with local 


gospel quartets. worked on the auto assem- 
bly line with his stepdad and took himself 
this 
fashion kids who crave 


a bride. Freda. during time. 
Then. in the the 


footlights dream of. Wilson was discovered. 


Billy Ward of the Dominoes. seeking a 
replacement for his former lead Clyde 
McPhatter. was persuaded to go to a 


church and hear Wilson sing. Recognizing 


Billy decided he 


him as an unusual talent. 


was the singer he wanted. In 1953, the 
hometown boy turned professional. 
With no formal training to this time, 


Wilson picked up much of his shuffling, 
dancing, finger-popping routine while with 


the Dominoes. Billy Ward’s preciseness and 


discipline were factors Jackie learning 
the rudiments of music. “He taught me a 
lot.” Jackie admits freely. 


fortune had bigger things in 
\ Detroiter. Nat Turnapol. 
with interest the musical 
and felt that after three 


Meanwhile. 
store for him. 
had watched 
growth of Jackie 


and a half years with the Dominoes, Jackie 
was ready to debut as a single. He as- 
sumed the role of his manager. 

With some good tunes written by Mary 
Gordy Jr. and Tyrone Carlo (Like To Be 


Loved), Jackie began carving his niche. 
The rest is rock ’n’ roll history. He now 


draws $1.500 guarantee for one-night en- 
will gross $20,000 for 12 days 
on an upcoming stand. And throughout it 
all, Wilson works almost as hard off stage 
trying to be as unaffected as possible. 


gagements, 


His dressing room often takes on the 
air of a beehive with mosquitoes, with 


hangers-on, singers. and backstage Johns, 
all of whom Jackie likes having around. 
His conversation is sometimes interrupted 
while he goes behind the theatre to sign 
autographs for the waiting teen-agers. 

Said another friend, “A new white Caddy 
and a $7,000 wardrobe haven’t made 
whole lot of difference.” 

And perhaps this affection from co-work- 
ers and fans alike can be explained in a 
comment Jackie once said in passing: 

“You know.” he remarked, “my favorite 
among my own recordings is To Be Loved.” 
And since he also knows it’s basic to give 
love in order to qualify to receive it, Wilson 
has unknowingly explained the real reason 
all the girls go for him. For to thousands 
around the country, the boxer turned belter 
has his wish a thousand times over. 


THE END 
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Marriage Trap 


(Continued from Page 21) 


I was making Saturday night trips down 

to Shacktown. I never lied to him about 

it. I’d get dressed and announce that I 

was going out to see what the fellows were 

doing, and usually if things were dead in 
our neighborhood we’d end up at the Bar- 
B-O Inn, across the street from the depot. 

On weekends they’d have a small combo 
and there was dancing in the back room. 
The girls we met there were not much 
different from our own sisters and girl 
friends. They had gone to the same schools 
with us and we knew most of them from 
being in classes together. Most of them 
had quit school either because they weren’t 
going to college or to get married. Those 
who happened to be separated from their 
husbands were fair game. as far as we 
were concerned. 

None of us fellows was looking for a 
wife and if we had, we certainly wouldn’t 
have picked one from Shacktown. I never 
considered it being snobbish, although I 
suppose it was. Mainly, it was that I 
couldn’t imagine being married to a Shack- 
town girl, even a nice one. 

Of course, there were some nice people 
living there. Fellows who worked their 
way through college and girls who even- 
tually moved to our side of town by getting 
good jobs or marrying someone who was 
ambitious and hard-working. Dad never 
looked down on people in Shacktown. 

“Sure. a lot of them get into trouble. 
Russell,” he used to say to me, “but so do 
children from families around here. The 
difference is that up here the parents have 
enough money to hire lawyers when their 
sons break the law or send their daughters 
away when they get in ‘trouble.’ 

“But I’ve always tried to treat all people 
alike,” he’d continue. “I try to decide the 
cases that come before me strictly accord- 
ing to what is right and what is wrong.” 

That was the reason Dad invited Jonas 
Hicks into the parlor and listened politely 
to what he had to say. And that was the 
Dad treated me as if I were a 
stranger appearing before him in one of 
Dad wasn’t a judge, even 
though he acted like one sometimes. He 
was an official of the township who pre- 
sided over hearings to decide if court action 
was called for. If two people had a dispute 
arrested someone on a minor 
they came to Dad, as justice of the 
peace. and he either settled it right then 
and there or passed it on to the county 
courts. 

Dad leaned over backwards to be fair to 
the people at his hearings, and there was 
little chance he’d give me a break. But I 
wasn’t prepared for the jolt he handed 
me after old Jonas finally left and Dad 
came out in the yard where I was sulking. 

“I’m disappointed in you. son,” he said 
70 


reason 


his hearings. 


or a cop 


charge, 


after an awkward silence. “I hoped you 
would finish college and—well, that’s all 
in the past.” 

“I’m sorry I let you down,” I mumbled. I 
flicked away my cigarette and stood up. 
“But I’m through goofing off. Honest. I’m 
going to work hard at school and—” 

“With a wife?” 

I sat down quickly because I didn’t trust 
my legs. I gave a little laugh. “Look, Dad, 
just because a guy fools around a little—” 

“Ts that what you call it?” he said 
harshly. “You show no self-control and 
absolutely no morals! You take advantage 
of a young girl and then try to laugh 
it off!” 

“But, Dad—” 

He shook his head and continued. “I 
know what you’re going to say about that 
girl, but don’t you see that I have to give 
her the same consideration I'd give to your 
own sister in the same circumstances?” 

“But I don’t want to marry her!” J 
shouted. 

“But you are!” my father shot back. 
“You made your bed. now lie in it!” 

The old man was dead serious about 
that. This was one time I couldn’t get my 
mother to go to bat for me. “You did 
wrong and you know it.” she told me 
sadly. “Think about that poor girl, 
Russell.” 

“That’s exactly what I’m thinking of, 
Mom! You wouldn’t want her in the fam- 
ily, would you?” 

My mother raised the edge of her apron 
to her eyes. “If she’s your wife—yes!” 

I couldn’t make them understand that 
the whole thing was a frame-up. I was 
positive of it. Why else would Pearline 
squeal on me? Why not one of the other 
guys who'd had her out alone? She just 
wanted to get married and my parents 
were the only ones in town who wouldn’t 
slam the door in old Jonas’ face, or try 
to buy him off if he got too cantankerous. 


WAS STILL trying to figure a way 

out of the mess I’d got myself into 
when Rusty and a couple of the gang 
picked me up that Saturday night. I went 
with them, although I didn’t feel much 
like it. When we got to the Bar-B-Q Inn I 
sat watching the bubbles in my glass of 
beer. not talking or paying any attention 
to what was going on. One of the fellows 
asked me what was wrong. 

“Maybe we ought to find Pearline for 
him,” Rusty said. 

“What do you mean by that?” I de- 
manded. wondering how much he know or 
guessed. 

Rusty winked. 
friend, isn’t she?” 

“No more than 


“Well. she’s your girl- 


anybody else’s!” I 


snapped. “What about you? And Ty 
Gilmore?” 

“Tom would lie about his own sister! 
Rusty laughed. “Right, fellows?” ‘1 
others agreed with him. “To hear him tg 
it, every girl in town is crazy about him’ 

“But what about you?” I insisted. “Yq, 
told me yourself that you—” 

“That I took her out once.” Rusty sajj 
“Sure I did. She’s a real sharp chick anj 
I figured that being old Jonas’ daughte, 
she’d go for the okey-doke.” 

“Well?” 

Rusty screwed up his face. “Didn’t ge 
to first base, pal. I hate to admit it, hy 
why should I waste my time when ther 
are so many live ones around? That Rub 
who runs around with Pearline, for jp. 
stance!” 

I stared at him. He was on the level 
alright. Maybe I was wrong about Pearlin: 
and just thought she was a pushover. By 
then I snatched up my glass and gulpei 
my beer. Just because Rusty hadn’t scored, 
what did that prove? I didn’t know fy 
certain that Tom had lied and from wha 
he had told me, Pearline just wasn’t th 
kind of girl a guy wanted for a wife. 

I grew even more angry with my father 
Him and his crazy ideas! The angrier | 
got, the more I drank. All of a sudden 
it came to me. He could make me mam 
Pearline. but he couldn’t make me lov 
her. Oh, I’d go through with the ceremony. 
alright. There wasn’t any way to get out 
of that, but I made up my mind that 
somehow I’d figure a way to get out from 
under the hammer over my head. 

The whole thing was kept very quiet. | 
didn’t go out of the house the week befor 
the wedding for fear I’d run into some 
of the gang. I wanted to talk to Tom 
Gilmore and make sure I was right about 
Pearline, but that would be hard to do 
without giving everything away. So I jus 
sat at home and felt sorry for myself. | 
was all mixed up. Pearline had tricked 
me and I had to find a way to get back 
at her. I kept hoping for something to 
happen to get me off the hook. but no luck. 

When we stood before the minister that 
Friday morning I had to admit Pearline 
gave me a pleasant surprise. I hadn’t seen 
her since that night she and Jonas came 
to the house. But Mom had taken her 
shopping and helped her get ready for the 
private ceremony. She looked like a dit 
ferent girl from the one who used to hang 
around the tavern. She didn’t have on % 
much makeup, and the dress she wore 
made her seem younger and prettier that 
ever. 

Mom and Dad had already accepted her 


: 





into the family. But I wasn’t holding still 


for anything like that. Even Jonas and his 
older daughter were looking half-way pre 
sentable. I hadn’t realized until then thal 
Pearline didn’t have a mother, but I tol 
myself that was no excuse for what she 
had done to me. 

It was over in a few minutes and we all 
went to our house. By now the news Wa 
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all 
was 


gut and some of the fellows came by to 
«a their congratulations. None of them 
said anything, but I had the f feeling they 
were all feeling sorry for me. maybe even 
laughing behind my back. One of the guys 
had a bottle and we got into a corner and 
doctored up the pune +h that my mother 
had made to go with the sandwiches and 
wedding cake. 

After a few drinks I began to feel even 
more sorry for myself. Part of my confused 
mind kept remembering the good times 
Pearline and I had. kept thinking of the 
way she’d clung to me that night she had 
finally let me make love to her. But another 
part of me felt cheated and trapped. I 
thought of Tom Gilmore and I saw red. 
Or maybe it was green. Jealousy ate at me 
when I thought of how he must have held 
Pearline in his arms. She probably whis- 
pered the same things to that she 
had to me. 

I went into the kitchen with the pint 
bottle one of the fellows had slipped to me. 
I was so mad the raw whiskey didn’t burn 
on the way down. but just seemed to lay 
in my stomach where a hard knot of re- 
sentment and self-pity was building up. 

“Russell!” 

I pulled the bottle away from my lips at 
the sound of Dad’s shocked voice. 

“Just celebrating.” I said. smiling crook- 
edly. “Want to drink to the happy event?” 
[held the bottle out to him. 

He knocked it to the floor with his 
hand. “This is disgraceful!” he shouted. 
“Tt’s not bad enough that you get yourself 
into a mess and have to quit school to 
get married. but you have to sneak out 
here and guzzle liquor while your mother 
and your wife———” 

“My wife!” I shouted angrily. “That’s 
what you wanted, wasn’t it? You and old 
Jonas both wanted her married. Well. you 
made me marry her. but you damn well 
can’t make me love her!” 

I was mad at the world, when I 
heard them calling me to come and help 
cut the wedding cake I got the desperate 
feeling that if I walked 
never get out alive. The 
in on me and I had to get away. Dad 
straightened his tie and started out of 
the kitchen. “We'll settle this later. Rus- 
sell. You’re a married man now so you 
might as well start acting like one.” 

I watched him go. but instead of follow- 
ing him I slipped into my room. I didn’t 
bother to pack a bag. I counted up the 
money I had. some of it saved and the 
rest sent as wedding gifts from relatives 
out of town. I had almost fifty dollars 
when I left the house by the back way, 
enough money to get away. It was enough 
to get me to St. Louis. where I promptly 
found an Army rec ruiting center and 
joined up. 


him 


and 


into that room I’d 
walls were closing 


T WAS almost three years before I went 
back. In the meantime. I learned a 
trade and even did some traveling. The 
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virls [ met were enough to take my mind 
off the girl I married, the wife I hardly 
knew. 

Now and then I wondered how Pearline 
was getting along, especially after Dad 
wrote and said that she had given birth 
to a baby girl. I was surprised but I 
didn’t feel anything special. I was a father, 
but it meant nothing to me. It was impos- 
sible to connect my brief romance with 
Pearline with a baby I hadn’t even seen. 
Pearline never wrote me, and I couldn’t 
blame her. It was Mom who sent me a 
picture of the kid and, as usual, scolded 
me for what I had done. 

Probably I would never have gone back 
if Dad hadn’t got hurt. Mom wrote that 
he had fallen off a ladder while painting 
the house, so I rushed home. Fortunately, 
it was not as bad as I feared. Dad was 
getting around with a cane and looked 
a little grayer than when I went 
iway. I expected him to give me the 
devil, but all he said was, “You’ve got a 
lot to make up for, son. I hope you’re man 
enough now to do what’s right.” 

[ didn’t know what to answer. Every- 
thing seemed so different. Hesitantly, I 
isked about the baby. My mother told me 
that I was half an hour too late. “I keep 
the baby while Pearline is at work,” she 
explained. “then she picks her up on the 
way home.” 

“You mean they don’t live here with 
you and Dad?” I asked in surprise. 

Pearline wanted a home of her own. 
ind I don’t blame her,” Mom said with a 
reproving glance. “You ran out on her, so 
your father and I have been helping her.” 


THE COTTAGE where Pearline lived 

was not far away and I wondered how 
she’d act when she saw me. Pearline 
opened the door. She caught her breath. 
then said. “Come in. I’ve been expecting 


only 


you, 

She had changed, but I couldn’t figure 
ut what it was. For one thing. her face 
was no longer girlish, although still very 
pretty. Her figure had filled out. too. But 
it was more the way she carried herself. 
She wasn’t a scared, sniffing kid any more. 
You look good, Pearline.” I said. breaking 
the awkward pause. 

“Thanks, Russell,” she said. 
plan to stay long?” 

That caught me off guard. “Trying to 
get rid of me before I even get here good. 
eh?” I said with a forced laugh. 

She gazed at me steadily. “As I remem- 
ber, you don’t need any encouragement 
when it comes to sudden departures.” Be- 
fore I could think of an answer she added, 
you'd like to see your 


“Do you 


“I suppose 
laughter?” 
Can T?” 

Pearl beckoned for me to follow her. 
“She’s asleep now, but you can peek at 


her.” 


“Sure, 


[ fell in love with my daughter at first 
sight. She looked like a little brown doll 


rd 
79 
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all curled up in her crib. | wanted to 
pick her up so I could see more than her 
chubby face but Pearline held me back. 
“Can’t I even see my kid?” I complained, 
although to tell the truth it was hard to 
realize that such a beautiful baby had 
resulted from that one brief moment of 
thoughtlessness three years before. 

“No. I can’t break the baby’s schedule 
just because you suddenly decide to come 
back,” Pearline said firmly. “Do you even 
know how long you'll be here?” 

I shrugged. “I’m not sure what I’m 
going to do.” 

“Td offer you a drink. but there’s noth- 
ing in the house,” she said, as if I were 
a guest who had dropped in unannounced. 

It didn’t matter. There were more im- 
portant things on my mind. Questions 
without answers. 

I wandered about the living room of the 
small cottage pleasantly surprised at what 
a competent housekeeper Pearline was. 
“Ever see any of the old bunch?” I asked. 

She shook her head. “I haven’t been in 
Shacktown in months. I guess the last time 
was when Papa died.” 

Old Jonas dead. I’d thought of him many 
times; the way he was that night he came 
to tell Dad I had to marry Pearline. “I’m 
sorry to hear that.” 

“Well, at least he saw the baby. Ill bet 
he was the proudest grandfather in town. 
although I guess it was a toss-up between 
Papa and Father Albright.” 

“What about Rusty and some of the 
others?” I asked, wanting to mention Tom 
Gilmore, but afraid to. 

“Between this house. the baby and my 
job. I don’t have much time.” Pearline 
said to me. “Some of your friends have 
settled down. others still bum around like 
they used to.” She stifled a small yawn. 
“Well, it’s almost bedtime for me. It was 
certainly a surprise seeing you. Russell.” 
she said, standing up. 

Until that moment I hadn't 
thought to where I'd be staying or how it 
would be between Pearline and me. One 
thing was clear. She didn’t plan on me 
sharing the little cottage she’d rented. So 
I went back to my parents’ house. [ felt 
very depressed. I hadn’t expected Pearline 
to leap for joy when she saw me, but 
neither was I prepared for the cool re- 
ception I got. 


given a 


ATER THAT NIGHT I wandered down 

to Shacktown. But it wasn’t fun any 
more. Three years of growing up and 
knocking around in the army had given 
me a new slant on things. The Bar-B-Q Inn 
seemed smaller and dirtier and noisier than 
I remembered, and the people I saw as I 
sat at the bar were all strangers. 

“Say, aren’t you Russell Albright?” the 
bartender asked me when he refilled my 
glass. We got into a conversation and | 
told him all about the baby. I still had the 
picture Mom sent me and [ pulled it out 
to show him. 


He nodded. “I heard a lot about thay 
baby. Old Jonas Hicks used to come jp 
here and rave about his granddaughter » 
much you'd think no one else ever had 
one. She was his heart.” 

He went on to tell me that Jonas had 
almost given up the bottle after the baby 
came. Pearline wouldn’t let him see the 
kid if he was liquored up. “Old Jonas may 
have been a booze hound, but his girk 
turned out better than some I could mep. 
tion.” He chuckled. “Hell, I don’t have ty 
tell you. You married one of them.” 

Yeah, I thought, I married one of the 
Hicks girls. And then I got to thinking 
deeper about it. If she had turned ow 
all right, it was in spite of what guys like 
me and Tom Gilmore had done to her, | 
almost felt ashamed of myself. Pearline 
had found herself a job, rented a hous 
and was taking care of the baby as well 
as if I'd been there all along. Yes. she 
deserved a lot of credit for that. 

But in the back of my mind there wa: 
still that doubt about her. Tom had 
bragged about how he had made love ty 
Pearline. She said he never touched her. 
But when you came right down to it, it 
was her word against his. 

It didn’t happen overnight, but I grad- 
ually changed my attitude towards Pearl. 
ine. That night in the bar I saw that she 
was no more a part of that life any mor 
than my mother was. And seeing the baby 
every day when Pearline brought her to the 
house for Mom to baby-sit gave me the 
new and wonderful feeling of really being 
a father. The baby looked like me. Every. 
body said so, but still there was that dark 
cloud of doubt in the back of my mind. 

Then. one day I dressed the baby and 
took her back to the cottage. I had found 
myself a job and made up my mind whal 
I was going to do. When Pearline cam 
home I said, “You’ve got a new bah 
sitter.” 


She took the baby from me and said 


doubtfully, “I don’t know about that. | 
think the other one was more dependable” 


“I’ve learned to be dependable. Pear! | 


ine.” I told her. “That’s what IT came to 
tell you. Shall we try it?” 

She looked confused. “Russell—I don! 
know what to think. You ran out on m 
the day of our wedding and—” 


“It was a rotten thing to do,” I admitted. | 
“IT was a seared, mixed-up kid then, bul | 


I realize that now.” I took Pearline from 


her arms and sat her in her high chair. © 
Pearline looked a little scared. but awful | 
pretty and desirable. “It’s been so long | 


darling.” I said, taking her into my arm 
“I guess we'll have to fall in love all ove! 
again.” 
Still she held back. “Can we, Russell?” 
I nodded. “Sure we can. Just forget! 
ever went away.” 





“I can forget,” she said, “but can you 
[ mean any doubts that you were the firs | 


and only one for me.” 
I forced myself to look into her eyes. 
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know that now,” I said. “I guess I knew 
it all along.” 

She believed me. Her eyes lighted up 
and she threw her arms around my neck. 
“{ Jove you, darling,” she said breathlessly. 
“| always have. It’s heen so hard 
waiting—" 

My lips found hers, eager to let her 
know the waiting was over. The next day 
[| moved into the cottage. 


HAT WAS over a year ago. and the 
Teect Albright family is now one of 
the happiest, most contented in town. Not 
once in the months of finding and sharing 
our love did I let Pearline know that I lied 
the night I came back as her husband. I'd 
told her I believed that she had known no 
other man. What I really convinced myself 
of was that even if there had been someone 
else, it no longer mattered. After all. | 
hadn’t exactly been a saint those three 
years in the Army. But I had grown up 
enough to realize that there is a difference 
hetween true love and momentary physical 
attraction. 

But I would not have been human if on 
some of those wonderful nights when Pearl- 
ine fell asleep in my arms I didn’t feel a 
sharp pain knifing through my _ heart. 
There was still that Tom Gilmore busi- 
ms.. 

Well, last week [ ran into Tom Gilmore. | 
hardly recognized him he had changed so. 
I stared in amazement when he stopped 
me on the street one day. “What are you 
doing wearing your collar backwards. 
man?” I asked. 

“'m Reverend Gilmore now. Russell.” 
he told me. “I was ordained two years 
ago. I’ve got a little church down-state. 
[ just came back to visit my folks.” 

I shook my head in amazement. “Well. 
I'll be—! Imagine you, a preacher. Why 
you used to raise more hell than anybody 
else in our gang.” 

A pained smile crossed his face. “Please. 
Don’t remind me of those wild days.” he 
said. “Thank God. I found salvation in 
time.” 

“You better hope and pray it was in 
time.” I said. “You started an awful lot 
of girls on the road to hell.” 

He laid a hand on my arm. “That’s one 
thing I don’t have on my conscience. Rus- 
sell,” he said solemnly. “Yes, I drank with 
you fellows, kept late hours and did other 
things that were wrong. But I never 
oh, no, not that.” 

“Look, I don’t belong to your church. 
You don’t have to put up a front for me. 
Tom,” I said sarcastically. 

“I know it’s hard to believe,” he said. 
“but that was because I was such an ae- 
complished liar in those days.” 

My love for Pearline had already grown 
into a deep and satisfying thing, but that 
night when I took her into my arms I found 
that T had just begun to explore the limit- 
less reaches of emotion that lay ahead. | 


think Pearline felt it too. THE END 


} 
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The Last Days Of Billie Holiday 


(Continued from Page 13) 


voing to jail for prostitution—and_ before 
she became a singer. 

She remembered she was crossing Sev- 
enth Avenue with her mother when: “a cat 
| knew hollered at me. ‘Girl.’ he said, ‘come 
here. Jimmy’s got the best panatella you 
ever smoked in your life.’ I tried to brush 
him off. but he wouldn’t brush. I tried to 
shove him away like I'd never seen him 
before and at the same time give him a 
sign to shut up, I wasn’t alone. He kept 
right on. “That’s all right,” he said, ‘who’s 
she? Your sister. Bring her along, too. 
There'll be blue lights and red lights and 
ve'll pitch a ball.’ ” 

“Mom knew about reefers, but she didn’t 
know I’d been smoking them for a year,” 
Billie wrote. She flipped. ‘You get away 
from here.’ she told our friend. ‘If you 
don’t. I'm going to put her away until 
she’s 21 and you in jail!’ When we got 
home I told Mom I had been smoking 
for a year. ‘If you’d seen any 
changes in me. you’d have sure let me 
know about it. And you didn’t. So doesn’t 
that prove that smoking reefers has done 
me no harm?’ 

“I tried to tell her they hadn’t done me 
any harm. It was just the shock she got 
from finding it out this way that had made 
her angry. But she had been taken in by 
stuff she had read and heard about 
what marijuana does to you. She’d believe 
that before she’d believe her own eyes. She 
thought I was headed for trouble and that 
it was my fault because I was weak.” 

Billie’s mother never lived to see how 


reeters 


the 


right she was. 

\lthough Billie was evasive about how 
she became a dope addict, she was more 
than frank about other phases of her life— 
her birth (“Mom and Pop were just a cou- 
ple of kids when they got married. She was 
sixteen, he was eighteen and I was three.” ) 

her life as a prostitute and how she was 
converted from a B girl to the world’s 
greatest jazz singer. 

felling how she got into the world’s 
oldest profession, Billie said her mother 
hired her out to a Harlem woman, named 
Florence, with a big pretty house after she 
refused to work as a maid for white people. 
In those days, Billie said, a Negro girl 
in New York “either had to be a maid or 
a prostitute.” Only Billie’s mother didn’t 
know Florence was the biggest madam in 
Harlem. 

‘l thought I was a real hip kitty,” ad- 
mitted Billie. “In a matter of days I had 
my chance to become a strictly $20 call 
girl—and | took it . . . But I didn’t have 
what it takes to be a call girl. In the first 
| was scared to death of sex.” 

When Billie finally refused a date, she 
ended up in jail. 


74 


> 


plac © 


After she got out at 15. Billie tried to 
get a job playing the piano at Pod’s and 
Jerry’s. but they were ready to throw her 
out until somebody asked “can you sing?” 
She figured “sure I can sing but what good 
will that do. I been singing all my life 
and never made any money at it.” But 
she asked the pianist to play “Trav’lin 
All Alone. “because that came closer than 
anything to the way I felt.” The whole 
joint quieted down, Billie recalled. “If 
someone had dropped a pin. it would have 
sounded like a bomb. When I finished 
everybody in the joint was crying in their 
beer and I picked 38 bucks up off the 
floor. When I left that night I split with 
the piano player and took home $57.” 

Billie also recalled that in those days. 
“all the girls took money off the tables 
but I broke that up. With my first loot I 
got me a pair of fancy drawers with little 
rhinestones on them. But, I didn’t like the 
idea of showing my body. There was noth- 
ing wrong with my body. I just didn't 
like the idea.” 

The other girls on the line began calling 
her “Duchess” and saying “Look at her, 
she thinks she’s a Lady.” That’s how they 
began calling singer Billie Holiday “Lady 
Day.” 

Lady Day climbed to the pinnacle of 
her fame during the war years when her 
soul-filling tunes were being hungrily 
gulped by soldiers and citizens around the 
world. She also started down the road to 
hell during this period. She recalls: “I 
spent the rest of the war on 52nd and a 
few other streets. I had the white gowns 
and the white shoes and every night they'd 
bring me the white gardenias and the white 
junk. When I was on, I was on and nobody 
gave me any trouble. No cops, no treasury 
agents. nobody. I got into trouble when I 
tried to get off.” 

Through her agent Joe Glaser, Lady Day 
agreed to pay a private sanitorium $2,000 
to take the “cure” for three weeks. She 
did it and walked out of the hospital “a 
free lady” for the first time in years. But 
somebody had snitched and told the cops 
she was an addict. It was then that the 
federal agents started following her on a 
trail that led to her grave. 

But critics and fans alike agree that it 
wasn’t dope which finally killed Billie. It 
was her honesty in a prejudiced world. Be- 
cause she could never compromise what 
she had to say, Billie made friends with 
her voice and enemies with her words. It 
was her reverence for truth and honesty 
and her unique ability to communicate it 
to others that made her a menace to what 
passes for art and culture in a jazzy world. 
Some of the songs she sang, like Strange 


Fruit, God Bless The Child That’s Got 


His Own and Love For Sale were so } 
tally frank, listeners blushed and Squirme 
with shame. 

Billie admitted she was influenced mos 
by the singing of Bessie Smith and Loni 
Armstrong, but she could never sWalloy 
her pride like they did. One critic said 
Louis made people happy by ignoring th 
truth. Billie made them miserable by 
minding them of it. Once while watchin, 
Louis’s responses to questions by Edway 
R. Murrow on TV. Billie breathed a prayy 
“God Bless Louis,” she whispered. “f, 
‘Toms’ from the heart.” 

She explained her inability to be » 
“Aunt Tomess” by declaring that. “whe 
I was 13 I got real evil one day and jug 
plain decided I wasn’t going to say ayy. 
thing unless I meant it. Not ‘please gy’ 
not ‘thank you ma’am.” nothing. unless | 
meant it. You have to be poor and bla¢ 
to know how many times you can ge 
knocked in the head for trying to do son 
thing as simple as that. But I never gay 
up trying.” 

For 30 years Billie tried to go throug, 
life with the credo. trail-blazing through 





Unforgotten 


If I'm to forget you, 

I'll have to forget 

The magic and rapture 
Of times when we met. 


The hill that we climbed 
In the midnight breeze; 
The nightbirds that sang 
From the distant trees. 


The way your arms held me 
In the soft starshine; 

The way that your lips 
Nested lightly on mine. 


For the things that are lovely, 
And thrilling and true. 
And can’t be forgotten. 
Remind me of you! 
—Pauline Booker 





the sham and hypocrisy that surrounds ow! 
split-level society. Truth was really he 
habit. Heroin was only the crutch. If ste 
could have only learned how to live é 
lie, she would have been hailed as the 
ereatest saint and singer since Florent? 
Nightingale. 

And although poverty, bias and the hur 
eer for acceptance delivered the death 


blows which knocked Billie out, her final 


bout with life started last January with the 
government. They called it “The United 
States of America versus Billie Holiday 
and that’s the way it felt,” she said. 
Whatever effect her death has had 0 
the music world and among the nigh! 
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ple. Billie’s end has caused the U.S. 
take another look at its attitude toward 
garcotics. She once pleaded: “People on 
drugs are sick people. So now we end up 
yith the government chasing sick people 
like they were criminals, telling doctors 
they can’t help them, prosecuting them 
pecause they had some stuff without paying 
the tax, and sending them to jail. Imagine, 
if the Government chased sick people with 
iabetes. put a tax on insulin and drove 
it into the black market. told doctors they 
oouldn’t treat them, and then caught them. 
prosecuted them for not paying their taxes, 
and then sent them to jail. If we did 
that, everyone would know we were crazy. 
Yet we do practically the same thing every 
day in the week to sick people hooked on 
drugs. The jails are full and the problem 
is getting worse every day.” 

She had tried to take a voluntary cure 
in 1940 and was labeled for life. In 1947 
che was busted in Philadelphia and sen- 
tenced to a year and a day in the Women’s 
reformatory at Alderson, W. Va. She writes 
about her conviction in her books, but she 
didn’t have the heart to disclose that less 
than four hours after she was out she was 
hack on dope again. 

In 1954 she was trapped in Los Angeles, 
but a jury believed her story that she was 
framed. When she returned from Europe 
early in January vigilant law enforcers 
were still breathing down Billie’s neck. She 
was called in by the Customs Department 
and asked why she had not registered as 
a narcotic addict under a law which she 
had never heard about. 

Whenever Billie started worrying about 
going to jail again, friends could always 
tell. She called the liquor store and or- 
dered full quarts of and 
started looking for a home for her pet 
chihuahua. When the United States attor- 
ney generously agreed not to prosecute for 


Gordon’s gin 


the minor customs infraction. Billie was 
back so deep on heroin she could hardly 
make it to the court. 
she entered Metropolitan hospital suffering 
from a liver ailment. stomach trouble and 


Four months later 


a weakened heart. 

Wrote her good friend. Dufty: Soon. her 
wrist and ankles were slit and her arms 
and legs stretched out akimbo so that glu- 
cose could pour into her veins. Her back 
was rimmed with running sores. She had a 
six-inch incision in her midsection. The 
hollows at her temples made her look 70. 
She was down to 90 pounds, She was on 
the critical list for 12 days receiving oxy- 
gen all the while. Her condition was de- 
scribed as terminal—the end of the line. 

The ever vigilant agents kept a watchful 
eye. After a nurse discovered some white 
powder in a kleenex box beside Billie’s 
bed, they took away her comic books. her 
records, her phonograph. Her yogurt and 
we cream in the hospital ice box were 


confiscated (and eaten by police). Police 
women arrived around the clock to take 
their stations guarding her room. Nobody 
could see her except her estranged husband 
Louis McKay, who flew from California 
and her attorney, Don Wilkes. Her hus- 
band was required to go to the 23rd pre- 
cinct police station to get a written permit 
each time he walked in the room, and he 
was allowed no nearer than three feet from 
the bedside. 

Despite the fact she was on her death- 
bed. police announced that an investigation 
would be conducted to see how she ob- 
tained a deck of “pure heroin.” A bedside 
arraignment complete with DA’s. defense 
attorneys and all the tense atmosphere of 
the court was scheduled for Billie’s room. 
Then the patient’s lawyer succeeded in 
getting a writ to postpone the hearing and 
permit Billie’s release. But for eight hours 
while she lay in bed and begged “can I 
go home now,” Attorney Wilkes and Mr. 
McKay battled the DA’s office, the precinct 
station and hospital guards to get the po- 
lice removed from in front of her door. 
When they left it was too late for Billie 
to go home. 


Although everyone knew Billie was dy- 


ing. the singer never gave up hope. She 
fought for life the same way she had 


fought for truth and honesty. Long before 
the end. friends and enemies suspected she 
was at the end of the road. Some tried to 
avoid her. Others didn’t know her. One 
associate recalls her last TV appearance 
on the Steve Allen show when the comic 
walked past Billie without recognizing her, 
because she looked so gaunt. 

Writer Bill Gleason remembers seeing 
her sitting stiffly in a San Francisco Hotel 
lobby, watching other young musicians who 


were trying to ignore her. Finally, she 


said. in that hoarse whisper that could still 
send shivers down your spine, “Where you 
boys going?” And when no one answered. 


she replied to herself: “They got me open- 
ing in Las Vegas tonight.” 

“They” always had Billie opening some- 
where she didn’t want to be. 
When friends and the curious openly 
weeks before she 


her death 


passed and then marveled at her comeback, 


mourned 


she growled, “They always got me coming 
back from somewhere and I ain’t been no- 
where but across town.” 

Billie won’t make it back this time. but 
the memories of her voice, her fading 
beauty and her honesty will always be 
around. She had always wanted to be able 
to sing what she wanted when she felt like 
it. Now. wherever she is. you can bet Lady 
Day still is walking proudly to the mike 
when she gets ready, hold her head back 
and let go with all the truth and honesty 
she could muster in her rich, vibrant voice. 


THE END 
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Teen-Age Hellcat 


(Continued from Page 33) 


nuch kindness in his voice, but 1t wasn’t 
hard, either; just patient. “Tell us your 
full name, Ticia, and where you live. And 
vhy you did this.” 

| waited a minute or two, until I could 
wallow the sobs and quiet the hiccups 
hat kept me from talking. There was no 
ise telling him, I knew. How was he to 
inderstand about Dad and Sybil and Tracy 
ind Bill Cooper and all the rest of it? 
[here was no use lying, either: my street- 
ar pass and library card were right there 
in full view, and anyone could see what 
my name was. I drew in a deep breath. 
My name’s Patricia Misner,” I began. “I 
live out in the county, in Kirkston.” I 
ould feel my face twisting. “I’m not a 
hief, Mr. Cromwell, I swear it. It’s the 
irst time I ever picked anything up, I 
wear it.” 

“The first time. my eye,” that woman 
nterrupted. “She was slick as a whistle 
ibout it. Mr. Cromwell. She’s a regular 
is sure as you're a foot high. I can spot 
me a mile away.” 

[ hated that woman. I[ wished that I 
ould do something to shut her up. And 
the sobs came up in my throat again, to 
iake things worse. 

“Please believe me, Mr. Cromwell. It’s 
ust that I’ve heard the kids at school 
ragging about what they lift in the 
tores .. Si 

“The kids?” he said. quick as a flash. 
What kids?” 

‘Oh, all the kids. They all take stuff.” 

‘From here? From Tillson’s?” 

But | was beginning to be afraid. I 
vasn't going to squeal and get any of the 
kids into trouble. “Maybe not from Till- 
-on’s.” I told him. “From all the stores.” 

[ looked up, wondering if he’d ask me 
He stood there, tapping my 
lriver’s license against the tips of his fin- 
\ telephone rang in the outer office. 
ind I could hear the girl answer it in a 
eal cheerful voice, as though nothing was 
lappening. 

“How can we reach your mother, Ticia?” 
he asked. finally. 


“Mr. Cromwell. please, please. It’ll never 


iny more, 


<ers. 


lappen again, I swear it. I have no 
nother. If you'll just give me another 


hance—just don’t let my Dad hear of 
this.” 

“How old are you, Ticia?” he asked me, 
real kindly. 

“Seventeen.” I was sobbing so hard I 
could barely get the word out. 

“Seventeen. You're not old enough to 
be responsible for your actions, Ticia. Your 
parents are responsible for you. and we'll 
have to talk this over with them. Now, 
where can we reach your father?” 

The woman sat in one corner and the 
man in the other. and they watched me as 


‘6 


cold and hard as though I was some ani- 
mal. There was no feeling in their face 
at all. I said to myself that maybe it 
would be better to have Sybil know. I 
didn’t care what she thought. Maybe I 
could bulldoze her into not telling Dad. 

“You can call my stepmother.” I finally 
managed to get out. “Mrs. Sybil Misner.” 

I wished that I was dead. I heard that 
woman hurry out of the room, and I knew 
they were sending for Sybil. 

I expected Sybil to be gloating when 
she came into the office; they must have 
told her something—-she must have known 
[ was in trouble—but she didn’t look gloat- 
ing at all. There wasn’t even an I-told- 
you-so expression on her face. I hadn't 
even had any lunch. My stomach grumbled 
and I wished that they’d at least act like 
{ was there in the room, but Sybil just sat 
down at the desk with Mr. Cromwell, and 
he told her the whole story in a voice so 
low that I couldn’t hear all of it, and her 
face seemed to work as she listened. 

I think I would have felt better if she 
had crowed over me, because then I could 
have hated her more. As it was, [ didn’t 
know what to feel. If I'd been bewildered 
before, I was really mixed up now. 

It was four o’clock before they 
through talking about it, hashing it all 
over, slamming questions at me, acting like 
I was a criminal or something. Then Mr. 
Cromwell brought in a secretary and had 
me dictate to her just what I’d done and 
how I did it, and Sybil and me both signed 
the paper. Then he took it and stood in 
front of me. 

“Ticia,” he said, solemn as an owl, “the 
items that you stole amount to $48.50. 
That’s grand larceny in this state. Any 
time you’re involved in any infraction of 
the law again. no matter how slight, I can 
produce this signed statement and have 
you sent to a corrective institution for a 
year or [ want you to remember 
that.” 

He looked at me a minute, sort of sizing 
me up. The typewriter was going lickety- 
split in the outer office. The two detectives 
had left the room. “Now I'll tell you what 
I’'m going to do,” he went on. “In effect. 
I’m going to parole you to your stepmother. 
You’re to come down here once a month 


vot 


more, 


for the next six months with her. and 
report that you're behaving yourself. 


You’re to stop cutting classes and pay at- 
tention to your school work. You’re to do 
as your mother—stepmother— tells you to, 
and be the kind of a girl she and your 
father want you to be.” 

Come down there with her! She was 
to be responsible for me! For a minute I 
wondered whether it wouldn’t have been 
better to tell Dad about it; I could wrap 
him around my little finger with some kind 


of cock-and-bull story. and he'd nev. hay 
punished me, I knew. And still, he'd hay 
known then that I'd been a thief. 4, 
would have looked at Tracy and though 
to himself that she was a decent pers, 
and his own daughter was a thief. Thi 
was better. ['d manage somehow. 


EXPECTED Sybil to raise the dickens 

with me when we were in the car. but 
we were all the way to the outskirts of 
town, waiting for the traffic light at th 
end of the Expressway to change. befor 
she said anything. It was getting dark hy 
then. The throb of the motor was kind of 
uneven and I remembered that my mothe 
had never had the car, but now my Daj 
rode with a neighbor, so Sybil could hay 
it whenever she wanted it. I was mad jj 
over again as [ remembered hearing Dad 
say, a few evenings ago, that he guesse/ 
he’d have to get a new car now, since he 
had a new wife to ride in it. It'd bee 
good enough for me to ride in. all the lag 
seven years! 

The signal changed and Sybil let oy 
the clutch and for a minute we just surged 
along with the cars all around us, and 
then I felt her turn to me. 

“Ticia,” she said, “I’m not sure what 
the right thing for me to do is, after what's 
happened. Something should be done to 
make sure that this will never happe 
again, but you’ve made it plain enough. 
since your dad and I were married, hoy 
much you resent me, and I don’t want to 
add to that. And I know what it would d 
to your dad, if he learned what you'd done 
today. and I love him too much to bur 
him that way.” 

We rode along for five or six blocks, an/ 
I guess she was waiting for me to sa 
something, and I'd have died before I gave 
her the satisfaction of begging her not to 
tell Dad. 

“Have you ever stopped to think, Ticia 
since your dad told you about us, that we're 
two people who are very much in love. 
as well as being your father and Tracy: 
mother?” 

As if there’d been any chance for me 
to forget it! Dad kissing her behind th 
ears and rubbing his cheek against he 
as she went past him and fooling around 
with her in the kitchen, while she we 
cooking supper, as though he was a high 
school kid. Me lying in my bed in the 
dark. wondering about things, and hearing 
them giggling in the other bedroom, * 
though they were about eighteen! I didn! 
even bother to answer her. 

“You're nearly eighteen, Ticia; almo# 
a grown woman. I wish you’d try to think 
of me as a person who loves your dal 
a great deal. and loves you because you'r 
his daughter.” 

We were out in the country now, and 
the cars had thinned out a bit and the 
road was pretty dark. I just waited, m0 


saying a word. I’m not going to beg het } 


[ kept thinking. I don’t care what hy 
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decides to do. Let her do her worst. Let 


ae best thing I can think of at the 
goment. Ticia.” I heard her finishing. “is 
make a bargain with you. Ill not let 
ar Dad know about this, if youl! give 
me your word that you'll never do such 
s thing again. I may be right and I may 
be wrong in doing it, but T can’t bear to 
have him hurt.” 

[didn’t answer her. We were in Kirk- 
gon now, and the lighted windows in the 
houses were flashing by. 


“Will you promise me. Ticia?” she kept 
insisting. . 
Another silence. “Will you?” she said 
again. 


“0.K.. O.K..” I mumbled. “I'll promise.” 
“Good.” she told me. and her 
sounded warm and kind. as though she 
was smiling. She reached out and put her 
hand over mine and for one awful moment 
[ wanted to feel her arms around me; I 
wanted to beg her to love me and let me 
love her. to help me. But the moment 
passed and T had myself in hand again, 
and | pulled away from her and sat as far 
to the side of the car as I could. If she 
thought she was going to hold what had 
happened today over my head like a club, 
[ thought to myself. she had another think 


voice 


coming. 

It's a funny thing. 
along better after that. 
as well be friendly with her and 
hecause I wanted to show her that I wasn’t 
afraid of whatever she could do, and they 
seemed to open up as I got more friendly. 
Sybil started to do the house over: Dad 
bought her everything she asked for. it 
seemed. I had to swallow hard, a couple 
of times, when I saw everything my own 
mother had prized being discarded for the 
things that Sybil wanted, but I told myself 
to let it go; that my time would come. It 
did, too. Sooner than I expected. 


but we seemed to get 
I figured I might 
Tracy. 


TH KIDS had gotten a big charge out 
of hearing about my being caught at 
the store. I had a real gang around me 


in the hamburger joint after school. just 
like I'd always dreamed of having. and IT 


acted like I hadn’t minded being picked 
up at all; T made a big joke out of how 
smart I thought I was. waiting each time 
to pick the stuff up until a customer came 
up and asked the salesgirl something. and 
each time the customer was that horse- 
faced detective. 
notice it. I felt telling about it. 
The kids just screamed. it was so funny. 
and they made me feel like a real big shot. 
asking me to tell them over and over how 
I was picked up on the street and taken 
back to the store, like a real shoplifter. 
I was happier than I’d been since Sybil 
and Tracy came to live with us; I felt im- 
portant; I was one of the bunch. 
It was a week later, I think, that Tracy 
came home with that sickly grin on her 


and I was too dumb to 


good, 





it shy 


f 
ace. T was already home: there’d been 


school to stay for; the 
popularity my little adventure had stirred 


up for me had simmered down 


nothing doing at 
somehow 
again. 

“What in the world are you grinning 
about?” I asked her. came in, threw 
down her books, and flopped into the big- 
gest chair in the room. 

\ grin a yard wide spread over her face 
as she started to answer me. “I’ve been 
asked to the spring prom,” she gurgled. 
“The spring prom! Me—a tenth grader! 
[ can hardly believe it myself!” 
and I hadn’t been asked 
there’s 


as she 


I was a senior, 
Unless 

no way to imagine the anguish, the torture, 
the terrible, terrible waiting and praying 
that fills you while you stand back and 
watch the girls in your crowd being asked. 


yet. happened to you. 


one by one. by the boys whom you'd gladly 


cut off your arm to go with, while you’re 
left unwanted. There could be only one 


thing worse, and that was what had hap- 
pened. Tracy. that mincing two-faced in- 


terloper who'd taken over my room and 


my house and even my father. had been 
asked, and I hadn’t. 
“Who-—-who asked you?” I whispered, 


and even as I swallowed hard and worked 
my lips to foree them to form the words, 
I knew what the 

“Bill Cooper,” 
said it she got up and danced around the 
and the hate I felt for her rose up 
throat and I felt like I was suffo- 
cating. [ wished that I Bill Cooper 
had asked her. In three short weeks she’d 
wormed into everything that most 
to me in my life. and now she’d taken Bill 
from me. And she didn’t have anything 
on her conscience to worry her like I did; 
look straight in the 
eye and not jump in terror every time she 


answer was going to be. 
she told me. and as she 
room, 
in my 
was. 


meant 


she could everyone 
was asked to come down to the principal’s 
office; she 
her arms around when she felt like it: 
could feel her 

A poison began to swirl and boil inside 
and minute everything was 
blurred and wavy before I felt 
as though Id strangle her if I stayed there 
I got up and 


had a mother she could throw 
she 
mother’s arms around her. 
of me, for a 
my eyes. 
and listened to her singing. 
ran to my room, and then I remembered 
that Dad had threatened to cut my allow- 
ance for a month if I locked her out again. 
I turned and ran outside and just walked 
and walked, the tears streaming down my 
cheeks, and as I walked I told myself that 
now I really hated her. That I hated her 
because of the club her mother held over 
because she was popular at school; 
because of Bill Cooper; of a 
thousand things that had happened in the 
last few weeks. 

And as I thought of it. the poison swirled 
and boiled again, inside me, and I began 


me; 
because 


to pick up and turn over, in my mind, all 
the ways in which I could get even with 
her. Pull her down. Wipe the smile off 
her face. Fix her so that Bill Cooper 


would die before he’d ask her to a dance 
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again. By the time it turned dark and the 
chill in the air was enough to make me 
wish I was home again, I had everything 
planned. 


'T WAS EASY. Like all the other mis- 
takes I'd made, it was too easy. The 
next day, Saturday, I went down to Till- 
son’s with my best friend, Nancy Rogers, 
who could get her mother’s car whenever 
she wanted it. We used a routine we'd 
thought up and used before; we picked 
out a formal and charged it to Dad. Walked 
out with it in the box, complete with sales 
ticket with the date on it. We went over 
to the parked car and took out the formal 
and left it in the car, and then went back 
to the store with the empty box. found a 
different salesgirl, picked out a formal 
that we were sure Tracy would love, to- 
gether with two or three others. and went 
into a fitting room with them. 

In the fitting room, after the salesgirl 
left. we packed the one that we knew Tracy 
would go for into the empty box, with 
the sales ticket. The salesgirls are always 
busy on Saturday in a big store like Till- 
son’s. They check the dresses you’re taking 
and put you into a fitting room, and then 
youre on your own. It was a simple matter 
to walk out, hang the dresses up, and walk 
off with the formal for Tracy in the box. 
If we were stopped, there was a sales ticket 
and everything to prove that we were per- 
fectly innocent. Nancy promised me that 
she'd return the first dress for me sometime 
during the week, so that it would be cred- 
ited on Dad’s account. 

Not once did I stop to think of the awful 
thing I was doing; I had Jet jealousy and 
hate and loneliness take possession of me 
until there was no reason left in me; no 
conscience remained to warn me. 

We drove back out to Kirkston and on 
the way I removed every tag and marking 
from the dress; Nancy let me out, and I 
walked in with it over my arm, as though 
| was just coming back from a visit with 
a friend, or something. 

“That dress!” Tracy began gushing, no 
than I'd gotten inside the door. 
‘What a dream! Wherever did you get it?” 

[ threw it down on the chair as though 
it didn’t mean too much to me. “Traded 
my good bathing suit to one of the girls 
for it.” I told her. “She’d only worn it 
once; it was a good trade.” 

“A good trade! I'll say it was. Looks 
like it just came off the rack.” 

She was hooked; I could see it in her 
face. U'd been too smart for her. I felt real 
good again, like I'd felt when I was telling 
the kids about being caught. Let her be 
popular, | told myself. Let her go to the 
dance with Bill Cooper. I’m smarter than 
her and her mother put together. When 
I’m finished with her, she'll wish she’d 


more 


never been born. 
“Ticia,” she began, “Ticia, would you 
let me try it on? If you’re not going to 


the dance you won’t need it that night. 


Oo 





Mother’s raising such a fuss about the 
expense, and saying she doesn’t want to 
ask your dad to buy me a dress.” 

“Wear it if you want,” I told her. “Go 
ahead—wear it.” 

For a minute I was afraid she wasn’t 
going to do it; her face fell, and her eyes 
darkened. “Mother’d never let me,” she 
said. “She’s forever after me about not 
touching your things or wanting to wear 
your clothes, or doing anything that might 
make you wish I wasn’t here.” 

“Oh, nuts!” I stopped her. “Tell her 
you borrowed it from somebody at school. 
Then I'll chime in and offer to let you 
wear my fleece shorty. Who'll be the 
wiser?” 

“You darling, Ticia! You dear!” She 
was all smiles again. “I can confess to 
mother afterward; tell her that I fibbed. 
It’s just as you said; who’s going to be 
harmed?” Her face was all lit up like a 
movie screen when the picture flashes on. 
She was hooked, the dumb cluck. 

I was all set. I was hitting back. I was 
revenging my mother for Sybil’s taking 
over. I was punishing my father for falling 
in love. I was showing Tracy that she 
wasn’t so smart . 


HE NIGHT of the dance. I went over 

to Nancy’s house;>I didn’t want to be 
home when Bill came to get Tracy. She 
looked darling in the formal; she looked 
so sweet that for a moment, seeing her, I 
was afraid I couldn’t go through with it. 
And then my Dad—my own Dad—went 
over to Sybil and put his arm around her 
and kissed her on the forehead and said, 
“She looks like a dream, honey; a beau- 
tiful dream. She’s a chip off the old block 
for sure.” and I hated her again. 

At Nancy’s house, we waited until we 
were sure Dad and Sybil would be gone 
off to the picture show. and then we started 
things rolling. Nancy called the high 
school and asked them to bring Tracy to 
the ’phone. and reeled off the first chapter, 
just as [’'d coached her. I had told her 
that I was going out to the Roger’s cabin 
on the river that night with a certain boy, 
she said. After thinking about it. she had 
gotten scared about the consequences. 
Would Tracy and Bill please. please, go 
out there and bring me home before I did 
something terrible? 

She was quiet, listening to Tracy’s reply, 
for a moment or so, and then she finished 
the tale. Yes, the cabin was Yes, 
if Tracy and Bill would go right now, 
they could wait there and beg me to come 
home when I got there. Yes, Nancy said, 
she was worried; think of what it would 
mean to Sybil and Dad, I heard her whis- 
per. 

A moment later she hung up the ’phone 
and turned to me, her eyes gleaming like 
little chunks of ice. “They'll be there,” 
she grinned. 

Then it was my turn. I called that horse- 
faced store detective at her home, gave 


open. 





her a fictitious name and address, and 
her that I had information that I the 
might interest her. If she would be g 
Roger’s cabin on the river around 
that night, she would not only find q » 
and boy who shouldn’t be there, byt 
girl would be wearing a formal that }, 
been stolen from Tillson’s; I was regs 
ably certain that catching this girl yyhyj 
the goods might bring out clues as to yh.) Mrs. 
shoplifting ring that was causing the 4 at trying 
partment stores so much trouble. No parties i 
didn’t want to say who I was. I way motel cO 
to stay out of trouble, but wanted to gfe wild 
the guilty ones caught. want to f 

Then it was my turn to hang up gf And | 
‘phone and turn to Nancy. “She'll (f yhile, lo 
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there,” I told her, and then [ left inf jark anc 
hurry so that I'd be sure to be home whe good the 
all the hell broke loose. and cold 
“Who 
DIDN’T have long to wait. there, T 
About eleven o’clock. Dad and Syhif Tracy 
came in. It had been a love film, aif horse-fa 
Dad was bubbling. The way he kiswh “And 
her made me sick to my stomach. there, a1 
They weren’t home more than thirty mis} asked h 
utes or so—Sybil was in the kitchen mif “The 
ing a pot of coffee—when the front doef They de 
bell rang. thing lil 
“Who could that be at this time df “We ch 
night?” she asked,-as she came through The | 
the living room on her way to answer thp that it : 
door. “Too early for Tracy and Bill, tof stoppin 
late for anyone else.” Her voice — Tracy’s 
off into a whisper as she got the dow and I ¢ 
open, and faced Tracy and Bill. Tracy\} over ag 
face was wet with tears, and the womaf that sh 
detective was holding onto her arm ani} And: 
a man was on the other side, holding ony} it. Tra 
Bill. going t 
“Why—what’s this—what’s happened?"} than tu 
Sybil asked in astonishment. thought 
“Mrs. Misner?” horse-face asked her, | night, ¢ 
“Yes—yes, I’m Mrs. Misner,” Sybil wf Dad lo 
swered her. “Is anything wrong?” clothes 
“Is this girl your daughter, Mn§ have b 
Misner?” though 
“Yes; yes, of course Tracy’s my daug+] and try 
ter. What’s wrong?” now, 
“This is Fred Zaccati, Special Youl} Trac 
Investigator for the sheriff’s office, Ms} was tis 
Misner,” horse-face went on, pointing wf kept r 
the man. “We have just found your daugk } won't | 
ter in a cabin on the river with this bof the dre 
The dress and jacket she’s wearing at Sybi 
stolen.” where 
At that Tracy started sobbing agai being 
and Sybil looked as though she’d been hii Sybil ( 
in the head with a club, and they all movi} ™e, if 
into the living room and stood around it surely 
a circle. Dad had come into the room, bi} £ thi 
coffee cup in his hand. and he looke! Sybil « 
more bewildered, if that was possible, tha} ' me, 
Sybil did. I had thought that this woul! } Waited 
be my big moment, my time for gettin} ®Y lo 
even and showing them that I was smarte truly; 
than any of them, but somehow I didnt § OUsy, | 
feel that way at all. the ha 
“Mother,” Tracy was blubbering, hol sa 
ing out her hands to her mother. “it ist! was tt 
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way it sounds, at all. Someone called 
dance and said that Ticia was going 
be in that cabin. Bill and I drove out 

thinking maybe we could get her to 
me home before she did something 
olish.” 

#4 sort of an unlikely story, you must 
QS reagfjmit,” the man from the sheriff's office 
Girl vik gid, “There’s been too much of this going 
@S to tion, Mrs. Misner ; we've been working hard 
ig the 4 it trying to find the ringleaders. Nude 
le. No, jes in the river cabins; beer busts in 
I Want notel cottages; shoplifting to finance all 
€d to wie wild ideas these kids dream up. We 
want to find out whether this is part of it.” 

And Bill Cooper stood there all the 
yhile, looking from Tracy to me, his eyes 
dark and somber. My Dad and Sybil just 
good there. too, and Sybil’s face was stern 
and cold. 

“Who called you and told you to go out 
there, Tracy?” Sybil asked her. 
Tracy just Sybil 

horse-face then. 

“And who “phoned you that she was 
there, and that the dress was stolen?” she 
asked her. 

“The party didn’t give me their name. 
They don’t, usually, when they do some- 
thing like that,” horse-face answered her. 
“We check every tip. just the same.” 

The tension in the room was so thick 
that it seemed to be pressing against me, 
stopping me from breathing. I could feel 
Tracy’s eyes on me, and Bill’s, and Sybil’s. 
and I could hear Tracy crying over and 
over again that she didn’t steal the dress, 
that she wouldn’t tell where she got it. 

And suddenly I couldn’t go through with 
it Tracy was sticking by me; she was 
going to let herself be called a thief rather 
than turn in the girl she called sister. I 
thought of riding home with Sybil that 
her. { night, and her saying how much she and 
bil af Dad loved each other. I thought of the 
clothes she’d made for me, when she could 
Mnf have been making things for herself. I 
thought of Dad, alone for seven years. 
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daugf and trying to make a new life for himself 
now. 
You} Tracy had stopped crying. Her face 


Mnf was tight and drawn. “I won’t tell,” she 


ing wf kept repeating. “You can’t make me. | 
aug } won't tell who called me. or where I got 
; ho. f the dress either.” 


gat} Sybil could tell. though. Sybil could tell 
where she got the dress, and about my 
gait. } being on parole, and all the rest of it. 
n hii} Sybil could lower that club she held over 
jovei f Me, if she wanted to, for by now she must 
d inf surely have suspected that Tracy wouldn’t 
his} 0 this far to shield a mere friend. But 
okel | Sybil didn’t tell. She looked from my Dad 
thf ' me, and from me to Tracy, and she 
oulif Waited, and suddenly I couldn’t stand it 
ting | Any longer. In that moment I saw myself 
wie} tuly; a human being poisoned with jeal- 
dni} SY, and so rotten with resentment that 
the hands stretched out to me, the hearts 
olt f pened up to me, had been ignored. Tracy 
nif Was thinking that we were a family. and 
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that families must stick together, and she 
was ready to he called a thief before she’d 
turn on that family. And me? What had 
I done to deserve such devotion? 

I could feel Sybil’s eyes upon me again, 
and suddenly I wanted to get it all over 
with; to tell what I’d done and begin again, 
to show her that I’'d learned my lesson. I 
started to speak, but before I got a word 
sut she crossed the room and put her arm 
icross my shoulders. Mine, not Tracy’s. 

“Mr. Zaccati,” I heard her say. above 
the rushing and pounding in my ears, 
“these children are minors. all of them. 
{nd I suspect that there is more to this 
than meets the eye-—a great deal more. 
If youll leave this thing to us, we'll be 
responsible for the children appearing at 
our office tomorrow, and we'll do all we 
an to help straighten out what’s hap- 
ened. Will you agree to that?” 

[t was plain that the man thought it was 
ill right, but horse-face objected. “But 
the dress.” she sputtered. “the dress be- 
longs to the store.” 

Sybil stopped her with a look. “If the 
lress is stolen. it’ll be paid for,” she told 
her. “I'd appreciate it, now. if you’d leave 
is alone. so we can get to the bottom of 
this.” 

They must have sensed her sincerity. her 
villingness to take the responsibility for 
vhat had happened. They left without too 
nuch more to say. with her assuring them 
that she’d get in touch with both of them 
n the morning. Bill left, too, perplexed 
nd bewildered, telling Dad and Sybil over 
ind over again that there really had been 

telephone call; that that was the only 
reason he’d take Tracy to a place like that. 

Dad went to bed too, after a while. He 
vas as perplexed as Bill, and as willing 
to leave things in Sybil’s hands, as she 
sept asking him to do. 


T WAS long. long after I lay in my bed 

on my side of the room and listened 
o Tracy’s even breathing, that I saw the 
loor open slowly. and Sybil glide across 
the room to me. 

“Ticia.” she whispered. “Ticia. are you 
wake?” 

The tears were running down my cheeks 
hefore I could get the “yes” out. 

“Why did you do it?” I sobbed. “Why 
lidn’t you let me tell them that it was me? 
[here was no way that I could undo what 
('d done; no way that I could say that I 
vas sorry. except to stand up and take my 
Why didn’t you let me?” 

Her hand was cool on my forehead, just 
is my mother’s used to be. The handker- 
chief that she put into my hand was soft 
ind fragrant. She put her head down close 
o mine on the pillow. her lips against my 
( heek. 

“Ticia, honey,” I heard her say, and the 
words sounded like a prayer of thanks, 
‘that was our chance, our moment, Tracy’s 
ind mine, to show you that we truly feel 
that we're a family; that a family must 
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stick together, come what may; that we 
love you enough to lie for you, to do any- 
thing for you; that we need your love that 
much, too.” 

Her arms were around me; her tears 
were mingling with mine there in the dark. 
“It’s because you need love that these 
things happened, darling,” she finished. 
“Let me give it to you; don’t close your 
heart, any more. against what Tracy and 
[ want to share with you.” 

My heart lightened and soared; I felt 
whole again. as though a miracle had 
taken place—-and I suppose it had. for love 
is always a miracle. 

“Together we’re a family. Ticia,” I 
heard her whisper again. “Apart, we’re 
nothing. Nothing. We’ll face things to- 
gether from now on.” 


And she did. She did more. She g 
beside me while I asked Dad’s forgive 
and defended me when he turned on 
She stuck by me in the sheriff's office 


next day. She was right behind me jp y 


Cromwell’s office, when we went oye 
the store to straighten out that end of 


tangle, pleading with him to consider 4 


circumstances, to give me another chap 

Just a mother? A whole new uni 
standing of life, Sybil brought me. Ply 
God, let her read this; let her see thre 
the names I’ve substituted, the changes Jy 
made to protect her, and know that 
ever I go, whatever life brings me. 
never forget what my life might have he. 
if her love and understanding hadn’t ¢ 
when it did. 
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Mama’s Girl 


(Continued from Page 16) 


West really blew up then. He said that 
since Davey considered himself a grown 
man he could find some place else to live 
and somebody else to take care of him. 

So that’s how we came to move in with 
Mama. My sister, Ruby, moved into Ma- 
ma’s bedroom, leaving the other to me and 
Davey. It was just as if Ruby and I had 
suddenly acquired a_ brother. because 
Mama treated Davey like any other kid. 
She sent him to the store and running 
other errands for her, gave him show fare 
when we went out, and on top of every- 
thing else, laid down the law that we had 
to be in the house by eleven at night. 

Davey resented it, but what could he 
do? He had no job and no other place 
to stay. He grumbled all the time, but 
he took it. It was the same with me. Mama 
and Ruby worked. so all the housework 
fell on me. And those white stone steps 
Baltimore is famous for! We had the 
whitest steps in town, because Mama had 
me out there scrubbing them each and 
every day! 

Yes. Mama was awfully particular how 
the front of the house looked. She said 
the spotless steps let people on the street 
know that respectable people lived inside. 
But those steps didn’t give one hint of the 
crazy, mixed-up situation behind the neat. 
starched curtains. There I was. married 
and expecting a child—as we soon dis- 
covered-—and I was still taking orders from 
Mama and wearing the girlish skirts and 
sweaters she’d bought me. 


© OMETIMES I THINK that Davey and 
‘7 TI would have made it in spite of all 
the odds against us if it hadn’t been for 
Mama. Sure, it was a crazy stunt, jumping 
up and getting married without the vaguest 
notion of what it meant, but we never had 


a chance to stand or fall on our om 
People have a way of maturing when the 
face problems that have to be solved. By 
Davey wasn’t forced to go out and eam; 
living for his family. He drifted aloy 
doing odd jobs and sponging off Mama, k 
never would admit it but I’m sure his ow 
mother was slipping him money withow 
letting his father know. 

And I? I never had the chance to ty 
and make a home for my husband. Eva 
my housework, which was never up ti 
Mama’s standards, was done over for m 
by Ruby or Mama. When I was five months 
pregnant, they wouldn’t let me do ay 
work at all. So T was pampered and petted 
by everybody. 


What made things even worse was tk} 


way Mama kept harping on the fact that! 
didn’t marry somebody important, somé 
body who could give me the things! 
should have. It wasn’t that she dislike 
Davey or fussed at him. 

“Davey’s a nice boy and all that. Baby. 
Mama would say to me. “but water cat! 
rise above its own level. But a doctor 
a lawyer or a teacher—a man like that 
what you deserve. Why, Verna. with you 
looks and personality—” 

“But I love Davey!” I’d protest. “Wer 
married, Mama, and we’re going to bet 
vether—always.” 

Mama would just nod and say. “It's: 
long road that has no turning. Baby. You 
never can tell what will happen in ths 
life.” 

As if I didn’t have enough to wom 
about, Davey started getting scared whet 
it came time for the baby to be born. 

“Maybe I’m not cut out to be a father, 
Sugar.” he said one night as I tried 
find a comfortable position on the 

I laughed. “What have you got t 
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alright. Finally, I said, “Let’s not think 
tout it now, darling. When the time 
yes. Mama will take care of everything.” 
When my time came you would have 
hought Mama was having the baby instead 
Bj me, the way she was running around 
viving orders one minute and practically 
ginting all over the place the next. She 
lad arranged with a neighbor to drive us 


io the hospital and when my labor pains 


darted they bundled me down into the 
var. I was moaning and crying and yelling 
for Davey. He was nowhere in sight and 
ny nightmare of pain and tears and terror 
began with Mama’s voice in my ears, tell- 
ing me not to worry. that she would take 
care of everything .. . 

Mama was right there. holding my hand 
and patting my cheek, when I floated up 
out of the black pit into consciousness. 

“Davey! Where’s Davey?” I mumbled. 
“Oh, I feel awful!” 

“Take it easy, Baby.”” Mama said. “Ma- 
ma’s right here. Everything’s going to be 
alright.” 

“But, Davey ... ? I want Davey!” 
But nobody knew where he 
wanted to die then. Nothing else mattered: 
nt my baby or Mama or anyone else. 
It was a week before we found out that 
Davey had joined the Army. I think his 
parents put him up to it and helped him, 
although I realize now that he was just a 
scared kid who ran away from a hopeless 
situation. The situation looked hopeless 
to me, but I was stuck with it. I 
couldn’t run away. 

It’s not that I'm so kind-hearted 
understanding; I was hurt and angry, and 
I was positive I’d never get over it. Mama 
said, women always get the short end of 
the stick. and that’s why a girl has to look 
out for herself. 

“Maybe it’s all for the best. Baby.” 
Mama said after I got home. “At least 
you're not tied down with a no-good hus- 
band now. Just make sure that the next 
oe is a man who can do you and little 
Sharon some good!” 

Of course, I didn’t tell Ossie that I had 
made up my mind to take Mama’s advice 
and shop for a husband like I would for 
anew car. And I was looking for a Cadil- 
lac this time, not a hot-rod! 

“Will you marry me, Verna?” Ossie 
asked, drawing me closer to him on the 
park bench. The sun had gone down but 
his strong arm was warm and comforting 
in the chill of the evening. “I love you, 
darling, and I want to be a father to your 
little girl.” 


was. I 


too, 


and 





» he 


When I said yes to Ossie. and later 


when I repeated the marriage vows, I con- 
fess I was thinking only of myself and my 
baby. Mama had always said that a woman 
could learn to love any man who was good 
was sure that Ossie would 
I was 


to her. and I 
be a kind and generous husband. 
very fond of him, even though there wasn’t 
the same breath-taking 
surge of passion I felt when Davey held 


spine-tingling. 


me in his arms. 

Seeing Ossie with the baby was all I 
needed to convince me that I had done the 
right thing. He adored Sharon and you 
would have thought she was his own daugh- 
ter. Mama wasn’t so sure. She hadn’t met 
Ossie, but I told her all about him when 
I went home to get Sharon. 

“A truck driver? I don’t know 
said doubtfully. “Seems to me you could 
do better than that, Baby. Too bad I 
couldn’t have been up there in New York 


she 


with you.” 

“Oh. Mama. you’ve got it all wrong.” I 
told her. 
Ossie owns a truck, and it won’t be 


“Give me credit for having some 
sense, 
long before he has another one and some 
men working for him. Don’t 
learned my lesson with Davey. The only 
decent thing he ever did was to pay for 


worry. | 


the divorce.” 


TOOK SHARON back to New York to 

the apartment Ossie had fixed up for 
us and that after a bad start 
life was finally handing me a decent break. 
I opened up charge accounts and bought 
all kinds of pretty things for the baby and 
me; I hired a baby sitter while I went to 
the show or just drove around. Our car 


it seemed 


wasn’t a Cadillac, but that would come 
later, I told myself. 

Sometimes Ossie would question some of 
the bills I ran up, but when I'd tell him 
they were for things Sharon and I just had 
to have, he’d smile and say okay. Then 
he’d pick up the baby and they’d have a 
grand time playing together. Ossie’s big 
hands were as gentle as a woman’s as he 
bounced Sharon on his knee, and _ his 
strong, rather homely face would glow with 
pride as she'd laugh, “More, Daddy! 
More!” 

I was happier than I’d ever been in my 
life. Even the difference in our ages didn’t 
cause any problems. Ossie was only thirty 
years old, but he was very conservative. 
He worked hard, and was perfectly content 
to spend his evenings quietly at home with 
TV and the baby. It didn’t take much 
urging from him for me to go out alone 
to play bridge or visit or go bowling with 
friends, 

For six months things went along 
smoothly. Then all of a sudden, the bottom 
dropped out of my cozy little world. The 
charge accounts were closed out; the baby 
sitter was no longer available to take care 
of Sharon or help me with the housework. 

“It’s only for a little while. Darling,” 
“I’ve never seen business as 
bad as it is now. It’s this damned reces- 
sion. But don’t worry. Things are bound 
to pick up soon.” 

I got the feeling that his cheerful words 
and confident tone were as much for his 
own benefit as for mine. As it turned out. 
things got worse, not better. “Maybe if 


Ossie said. 
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you'd cut down on expenses a little, Ver- 
na—” Ossie said one night. 

| resented the implication that his trou- 
bles were my fault. I reminded him in no 
uncertain terms that he had promised to 
take care of Sharon and me and I expected 
him to live up to that promise. When he 
closed the office and moved his files and 
typewriter into the apartment in order to 
cut down on overhead, I was ready to quit. 
The housework. the baby. and then having 
he dining room converted into a junky 
office was too much for me. 

Ossie lost his temper then, and we had 
the first of an endless series of quarrels. 

Do you think you’re too good to do a little 
work around here and help me out?” Ossie 
demanded. “You act as if you had servants 
ill your life and lived in a palace. And 
even if you did, there’s something in the 
vedding ceremony about marrying for ‘bet- 
ter or worse.’ ‘richer or poorer.’ Have you 
forgotten that?” 

‘Forgotten it? I didn’t even hear it!” I 
aid with a bitter laugh. “I was so sure 
('d found the man I was looking for. What 
1 laugh!” 

Yes. I was a spoiled, heartless brat, and 
| know it now. But then, the only thing I 
could think of was that I’d been cheated 
once again and Ossie was to blame. I 
hated housework. I loved a good time and 
[| felt entitled to anything I wanted. Our 
bitter quarrels continued, and I finally de- 
ided to go home to Mama for a while. 
“We won’t be yelling at each other all the 
time. Ossie.” I told him. “We'll both have 
time to think this thing through.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “If that’s 
the way you want it, what can I say? It 
won’t be much, but I'll do what I can for 
you and Sharon. I'll hate to see her—both 
~ you go.” 

He looked so forlorn that for a moment 
[ felt myself weakening. But I put aside 
ill feelings except the one of self pity 
that made me satisfied I was doing the 
vest thing. Of course Mama agreed when 
[ got there. 

“My poor Baby.” she soothed. “Maybe 
now you'll realize that Mama knows best. I 
didn’t raise you to be a slave to any man.” 

“Ossie didn’t mistreat me or anything 
like that, Mama,” I said sharply, surprised 
it the impulse that made me jump to his 
defense. “I know I shouldn’t have run out 

him. but things got too much for me. 
Maybe I shouldn’t be married to any- 


m dy ! 


You'll make some man a 
wonderful wife. Only this time, I'll make 
re it’s the right man.” 


“Nonsense! 


| DIDN’T TELL Mama, but I missed Os- 

sie the first few weeks. Sharon did too, 
and kept asking when Daddy was coming. 
But Mama didn’t give me much time to 
do any thinking. My sister Ruby had mar- 
ried a schoolteacher and my mother was 
determined that I should do even better. 
We never talked about it, but she appar- 


os 
O4 





ently took it for granted that I would never 
go back to Ossie. 

I found myself thinking less and less of 
him—except when the weekly letter with 
the money he sent was late in arriving. 
Then Ossie missed writing for two weeks. 
Finally a letter came. but there was no 
money in it. Ossie wrote that he was sorry 
about the money but he’d had a little acci- 
dent. 
said. 

But I did worry. and over my mother’s 
objections [ took a bus to New York the 
next day. The apartment was dark and 
silent when [I got there. and it looked as 
if a cyclone had struck it. It was odd. but 
for the first time since Pd been married 
to Ossie I felt as if I belonged there. I 
don’t know how to explain it. but dirty 
and cluttered as the place was. it suddenly 
was home to me. 

I don’t know what got into me. Believe 
me. it never happened before. but I was 
ashamed of the filth and grime I saw. It 
was not the result of Ossie’s male untidi- 
ness. I realized with a pang of guilt. If 
anything. the house looked better than it 
did when I left. I had let it get that way 
while whining about all the work I had 
to do. Ossie’s office in the dining room, 
for instance. was neat and clean. And, 
surprisingly. it did not take too much 
away from the living area of the house. 

It came to me, as I put on an apron and 
started cleaning the house. that the home 
Ossie had provided for me was far superior 
to Mama’s place, despite all the airs she 
put on. There was the new refrigerator, the 
foam living room set, the bedroom set. 
The bedroom was untouched. and appar- 
ently Ossie had been sleeping on the sofa. 
Sharon’s picture was on the end table next 
to the sofa and I wondered how many 
sleepless nights he had sat gazing at that 
photo. 

I finished up in a burst of energy so 
I'd be through by the time Ossie got home. 
I didn’t know how Id feel about things 
when I finally saw him again, but for 
some reason it was important to me that 
he see what I’d done to the house. Finished 
at last, I sank into a chair and lighted a 
cigarette. I must have been very tired, 
because a few minutes later I punched out 
the half-smoked cigarette and dozed off. 

A pounding on the door awakened me. | 
thought it was Ossie, so I pulled off my 
apron and ran to the door. My heart 
dropped when I saw Mr. Minor, the build- 
ing super standing there. 

“Oh, it’s you, Mrs. Harbin.” he said in 
surprise. “I saw the lights on in the apart- 
ment and thought I'd check up, seeing’s 
how nobody is supposed to be here since 
Mr. Harbin went to the hospital.” 

I must have looked awfully stupid stand- 
ing there with my mouth open. “Ossie— 
the hospital?” I stammered. 

The super peered closely at me and 


It was nothing to worry about. he 


said, “You knew about the accident. didn’t 


you? | I mean. he’s been there over g week 
now. 

I waited only long enough to learn what 
hospital Ossie was in. then grabbed up my 
things and dashed out to get a cab. It wa 
after visiting hours when I got there, hy 
when I explained who T was they let mn 
go up. The nurse on duty glanced at th 
visitor’s card IT handed her. “So yous, 
Mrs. Harbin!” she exclaimed. looking ny 
up and down. 

The way she said it frightened mm 
“Ossie!” I tried to run past her. bat sh 
caught my arm. 

“You can see him in a moment. Mr 
Harbin.” the nurse said, “but you'll hay 
to wait until the dressings are changed” 

“But what’s wrong with him? Why won’ 
you let me see him?” I cried. 

“The broken leg is doing nicely and yoy 
will see him.” The nurse led me to a chair 
I sat down. sobbing with my face in my 
hands. A few moments later I glanced up 
to see the nurse talking to another nurs 
who had joined her. They were staring 
at me, ; 

“Please forgive us. Mrs. Harbin.” said! 
the first nurse. “We just want to ont al 
good look at the most wonderful wife in| 
the world.” 

“That’s right.” the other nurse chimed, 
in. “That’s all we’ve heard from your hus 
band since he’s been here. We tease him! 
and tell him no woman could live up to the) 
buildup he gave you.” 

“By the way. how is your mother?” 

I stared at her blankly. “My mother?” 

“Why. yes. Mr. Harbin said that the 
reason you didn’t visit him was because 
your mother was ill and you had to be 
with her in Baltimore.” 

That’s when I really broke down. | 
had run out on Ossie just as Davey had 
run out on me. and the thought of it made 
me so ashamed I thought I’d never stop 
crying. T wasn’t sure why Ossie described, 
me to the nurses in such glowing terms.) 
Maybe he didn’t want to admit he had mar- 
ried a girl who turned out to be such a 
bad wife; maybe he was describing me as 
he hoped I might be. 

Whatever the reason. I saw at last that 
Mama didn’t know best. Her advice and 
constant nagging had made it impossible 
to live up to my marriage vows. I entered 
marriage looking for what I could get out 
of it, not what I could give to the man 
who married me and made a home for me 





and my baby. 

I realized that I could never be a good 
wife, the kind of wife Ossie bragged about 
as long as I accepted Mama’s ideas and 
ran home to Mama when the going 2 
rough. That’s what I would tell Ossie. I 
would tell him I’d learned life’s most im 
portant lesson—that marriage is only for 
adults. And I made up my mind, as || 
sat there nervously waiting to see him, that | 
I'd spend the rest of my life proving that | 
| had grown up and was no longer? 
Mama’s girl. THE END) 
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